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To the verruouſly No O- 


ble, and rightly honoured Lady, 
* Counteſſe " Suſſex. 


== Aning noleyſure (moſt noble Lady) 
| but ſuch. a5 euermore is traueld with 
WS. P, th' aff lifltons of the minde , then 

5 [91] which the world affoords no greater 
miſery, it may bee wondred at by 
ſome, bow I dur$t vndertake a mat- 
ter of this moment : which both re- 
au, cunning, reſt ard oportunity ; but chiefely, that I 
would attempt the dedication of ſo rough wynpollisbed a 
worke, to the ſurucy of your ſo worthy ſelfe. 

But becing well inFtrufted in your noble and heroick 
diſpoſitions, and perfeFily aſſur d of your bonourable fa- 
uours paFt, (though neyther making needles glozes of the 
one, nor ſpoyling paper with the others Pharjjaical embro- 
derie,) I baue preſum'd vpon your true.conceit and enter- 
tainement of theſe ſmall endenours, that thus I purpoſed to 
make known, my memory of you and them to be numortall. 

A fitter preſent for a Patroneſſe ſo well accomplished, 
I could not flade then this farre preſident of honour, mag- 


a I}. nanmitie, 


— 
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The Epiflle_. 
nanimitie, and loue. VV herein, what grace that excellent 
GARNIER bathloft bymy defaulte , I shall beſeech 
your Honour to repaire, with the regarde of thoſe ſo bitter 
times,and prinie broken paſſions that I endured 1n the wri- 
ting it, 
And o vouchſafing but the poſting of a VVinters weeke | 
with deſolate Cornelia , I will aſſure your Ladiship my 
next Sommers better trauell, with the Tragedy of Portia, 
And ener ſpend one bowre of the day in ſome kind ſeruice to 
your Honour, and another of the night in wishing you all 


bappines. Perpetually thus deuoting my poore ſelfe 


Your Honors 1n 
all humblenes. 


The Argument. 


>| ORNELIA the Daughter of 
"Ie || Metellus Scipio , a young Ro- 
|| maine Lady, (as much' accom- 
| pliſhr with the graces of the bo- 
die, &the vertues of the minde 
as euer any was,) wasfirlt mar- 
| ried to young Craſons, who died 
with his Father, in the diſconfiture of the Romains a- 
gainſt the Parthians ; Afterward ſhe tooke to ſecond 
husbande Pompey the great, who (three yeeres after) 
ypon the fuſt fzers ofthe ciuill warres betwixt him && 
Ceſar, ſcut her frothence to Mitilen, there to attende 
the incertaine ſucceſle of thoſe affaires. And when he 
ſawethat hee was. vanquiſht at. Pharſalia, returnd to 
find her out, 8 carrie her with him into Egipt, where - 
his purpoſe wasta haue re-enforc'd a newe Armie, 
- give a ſecondaſſault to Ceſar. 
 Inthis voyage, hee was murdred: by Achillas and 
Septimius the Romaine before her eyes, and in the 
preſence ofhis young Sonne Sextus, and ſome other 
Senators his friends. After which, ſhee retyred her- 


ſelfero Rome. Bur Scipio her Father, (becing made 
a ii), | Gene- 


—_— — 
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Generall ofthoſe that ſuruiued after the battaile) aſ- 
ſembledutwifortds} and occupied the gfeater part of 
Afri ue,allying himſelfe to Iuba King of Numidia. A- 
paint all who, Ceſar (after he had ordicd the aftayres 
of Egipt and the ſtate of Rome) in the end of VVin- 
ter marched. And there (after many hight encoun- 
. ters) wasa fierceand furious battaiſe given amongſt 
them, necre the walls of Tapſus. Where Scizio ſeeing 
himſelfe ſubdued,and his Armie ſcattered, he betoske 
himſelte with ſome ſmall troope, to. certaine ſhi ppes 
which he had cauſed to ſtay for him. 

Thence he failed towarde Sp ayne, where Pompeys 
Faction commaunded, and where a ſuddaine tem- 
peſt trooke himon the Sea, that draue him backe to 
Hippon a Towne in Afrique atthe deuotion of Ce- 
ſar, where (lying at anchor) he was afsailed, beaten & 
aſſaulted by the aduerſe Fleete ; And for hee woulde 
not fallaliue into the hands of his ſo mightie Enemie, 
hee ſtabd himſelfe, and ſuddainly leapt ouer boorde 
into the Sea, and there dyed, 

Ceſar (hauing finiſhed theſe warres, and quietly 
reduc'd the Townes and places there-about to his 0- 
bedience) return'd to Rome in tryumph for his vic- 
tories; Wherethis moſt faire and miſerable Ladie, 


hauing ouer-mour'd the death ofher deere husband, 
and 


The eArgument. 


and ynderſtanding of theſe croſle euents and hapleſic 
newes of Aﬀfrique, rogether with the pi pou man- 
ner of her Fathers end; ſhe rooke (as ſhe had caulc ) 


occaſion to redouble both her rcares and — 
rions : wherewith ſheecloſerh whe Caraſtroghc of 


this their Tragedic. 


wINTERLOCY- 
TORES. ; 


M. Cicero, J Cornelia. 


Phillip. | C.Caſkius, 
Deci, Brutus, | |[ulius (far. 
M. Anthony. | The mellenger 


CHORVS. 


CORNELIA 


ACTVS. PRIMYVS. 


CICERO. 
Ouchlafe Immortals, and (aboue the reſt) 

Great I upiter,our Citties ſole ProteQor, 

That if (prouok'd againſt vs by our cuils,) 
You needs wil plague vs with your ceaſles wroth, 
At leaſt to chule thoſe forth thatare in fault, 
And fauethe reſt in theſe tempeſtious broiles : 
Els let the miſchuefe that PU. 1a befall, 
Be pour'd on me, that one may die for all. 
Oft hath ſuch facrafice appeas'd your ires, 
| Andoft yec haue your heauic hands with-held - 


Your pittie hath preſeru'd the reſt vatucht: 

But we diſloiall to our owne defence, 

Faint-harted do thoſe hberties enthrall, 
Which (to preſerue vnto our aftergood) 
Our fathers hazarded their dereſt blood. 

Yet Brutus Manlius, hardie Scenola, 
And ſtout Camillus, are returnd fro Stix, 
Deſiring Armes toayde our Capitol). 
Yea, comethey arc, and fiery as before, 

A. 
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From this poore people, when (with one-mans lofſe,) ' 


Vader ; 
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Vndet a Tyrant ſee our baſtard harts 
Lycidely ſighing, while aur ſhametull ſoules 
Endure a nullion of baſe controls. 

Poyloned Ambition (rooted in high mindes) 

T'isthouthat train'ſt vs into all theſe errors : 

Thy morrall couetize peruerts our lawes, 

And teares our freedom from our franchiz'd harts. 

Our Fathers found thee at their former walls ; 

And humbled to theyr of-ſpring left thee dying, 

Yet thoureuiuing, foyl'dſt our Infant Towne, 

With guiltles blood by brothers hands out-lanched. 

And hongſt (O Hell) vpon a Forte halfe finiſht, 

Thy monſtrous murder for a thing to marke. 
© © But faich continues not where men command. ; 
*© Equals are cuer bandying forthe beſt: : 
<< Aſtatedeuided cannotfirmely ſtand. 
©< Two Kings within one realme could never reſt, 

Thys day we ſee, the Father and the ſonne, 

Haue fought like foes Pharſalias miſerie ; 

And withtheirblood made marshthe parched plaines, 
While th'carth that gron'd to beare theyr carkalses, 
Bewail'd th'inſatiat humors of them both ; 

That as much blood in wiltull follie ſpent, 
As weretotamethe world ſufficient. ? 
Now Parthia feare no more, for Craſsus death | 


That we will come thy borders to beſiege: 
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CORNELTIA. 
Nor feare the darts of our couragious troopes, 
For thoſe braue ſouldiers that were (ſometime) wont 
To terrific thee with their names, are dead. 
And ciuill furie, fiercer then thine hoſts, 
Hath in a manner thisgreat Towne ore-turn'd ; 
That whilom was the terror ofthe world. 
Of whom ſo many Nations ſtood in feare, 
To whom ſo many Nations proſtrate ſtoopt, 
Ore whom (faue heauen) nought could ſignorize, 
And whom (faue heauen) nothing could afright. 
Impregnable, immorrall, and whoſe power, 
Could neuer haue beene curb'd, but by it ſelfe. 
For ncither could the flaxen-haird high Dutch, 
(A martiall people madding after Armes,) 
Nor yet the fierce and fiery humor'd French, 
The More that trauelsto the Lybian ſands, 
The Greek, Th'Arabian, Macedons or Medes, 
Once dare t'afſault it, or attempt to lift 
Theyr humbled heads, in preſence of proud Rome, 
But by our Lawes from libertie reſtraynd, 
Like Captiues Jyu'd eternally enchaynd. 
But Rome Fas) what hel me” 4 dſt 
The former World to = in vaſlalage? 
What helps thee now thaue tam'd both land and Sea? 2 
What helps it thee that vnder thy controll, 


The Morne and Mid-day both by Eaſt and Weſt, 
| A.z And 


CORNEL1. 


And that the golden Sunne where erc he driue 
His glittring Chariot, findes our Enſignes (pred 2 
Sith it contents not thy poſteritie; 
; Butasabayte forpride (which ſpoiles vs all,) 
Embarques vs in jd perilous a way, 
As menaceth our death, and thy decay. 
For Rome thou now reſembleſt a Ship, 
At random wandring in a boiſtrous Sea, 
When foming billowes feele the Northern blaſts : 
Thou toyl'(t in perrill, and the windie ſtorme, 
Doth toplide-turuey toſle thee as thou floteſt. 
Thy Maſt is ſhyuer'd,and thy-maine-ſaile torne, 
Thy ſides fore beaten, andthy hatches broke. 
Thou want'ſt thy tackling, and a Ship varig'd 
Can make no ſhift to combat with the Sea. 
Sec how the Rocks do heaue their heads at thee, 
Which ifthouſholdft but touch, thouſtraighi becomſt 
A ſpoyle to Neptune, anda ſporttull praie 
Toth' Glauc's and Trytons, pleaſd with thy decay. 
Thou vaunt'ſt not of thine Aunceftors in vaine, 
But vainely count'it thine owne victorious deeds. 
What helpeth vsthe things that they did then, 
Now we are hated both of Gods and men ? 
**Hatred accompanies proſperitie, 
*« For one man gneuethat anothers good, 


: © Andfo much more wethinke our mifenee, 


«The 
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«The morethat Fortune hath with others ſtood: 
«© $0 that we ſild are ſeene as wiſedomwould,  - : 
«« Tobrydle time with reaſon as we ſhould. 
«« For we are proude when Fortune fauours vs, 
«« As if inconſtant Chaunce were alwaies one, 
«« Orſtanding now, ſhe would continue thus. + - 
«© O fooles looke back and ſee the roling ſtone, 
«« Whereon ſhe blindly lighting ſers her foote, | 
«« And ſlightly ſowes that fildom taketh roote. 
Heauen heretofore (enclinde to do ys good,) 
Did tauour vs, with conquering our foes, 
When icalous Italie (exaſperate, | 
VVith our yp-rifing) bikeom Catnes fall. 
But we,ſoone tickled with ſuch flattring hopes, 
VIag'd further warre with an inſatiate hart, 
Andtyecrd our neighbour Countries ſo with charge, 
As with their loſle, we did our bounds'enlarge. 
Carthage and Sicily we have ſubdude,  : -- 
Andalmoſt yokedallthe world beſide: 
And foly through deſire of publique rule, - 
Rome and theearthare waxenall as one: © 
Yetnow weliuedeſpoildand robd by one, 
Ofth'ancient freedom wherein we.were borne. 
Andeuen that yokethat wont to tameall others, 
Is heauily return'dypon our ſelnes. ' 541.3 1 
mo 111A ; | cc And 
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«© Anoteof Chaunce that may the proude controle, 

*© And ſhew Gods wrath againſt a cruell ſoul. 

©© For heauen delights not in vs, when we doe 

* © Thatto another, which our ſelues dy{daine : 
| << Iudge others as thou wouldſt be iudg'd apaine. 

© And do but as thou wouldſt be done vnto., 

« ©For ſooth to fay (in reaſon) we deſerue,' 

© © To hauethe ſelte-lame meaſure that we ſerve. 

What right had our ambitious aunceſtors, 
(Ignobly iflued from the Carte and Plough,) 
Toenter Aſia? VWhar,werethey the hcires 
To Perſia or the Medes, firſt Monarchies ? 
What intereſt had they to Aﬀerique? 
To Gaule or Spaine? Or what did Neptune owe vs 
Within the bounds of further Brittani ? 
Are we not thieues and robbers of thoſe Realmes 
That ought vs nothing but revenge for wrongs? 
What A vs the treaſure _ the Ws, 
The lyucs or lybertics of allthoſe Nations, 
Whom we by eruitude? 


force haue held in 
Whoſe mournfull cryes and _—_ to heauen aſcend, 
Importuning both v and defence | 
Againſtthis Cley, rixchof violence 
«Tis not cnaiigh (alas) our powert'extend, 
«< Or ouer-runne the world from Eaſt to Weſt, 
*« Or that our hands the Earth can comprehend, 


c£« Or 
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«© Or that weproudly doe whatlykevs beſt, 

«© He lyues more quietly whole reſt is made, - 
«« Andcan with reaſon chaſten his deſire, 
© « Then he that blindly toyleth for a ſhade, 
«« Andis with others Empyr 


eſeton fire. 
«< Qurblyſſe conſiſts not in polseſsions, | 
«< Butin commaunding our affetions _ 
<< In yertues choyſe, and vices necdfull chace 
« « Farre from our harts, for ſtayning of our face. 


CHORPFS. 
V Ppon thy backe (where miſerie doth ſu) 
| O Rome, the beauens with their wratbful band, 
Renenge the crymes thy fathers did commit. 
But if (their further furie to withStand, 
V Phich ore thy walls thy wrack ſets menacing) 
T hou do$t not ſeeke to calme beauens ireful king, 
A furtber plague will peFter dll the land. 3 


«© The wrath of beauen(thougb vrg d,)we ſee is ſlow 
© Inpunisbing the euils we bane done : 

©<© For what the Fatber hath deſeru'd, we know 

© Is ſpar dim bim, andpunisþt in the ſonne. 

©< But to forgiue the apter that they be, 

t© They are the more digpleaſed wben they ſee, 

©© That we continue our offence begunne. 


CORNELIAM. 


©© Then from ber lotbſome Cane dotb Plague repaire, 
"*6 That breaths ber beawe poiſons dawne to bell: 

© ©PVhich with there noiſome fall corrupt the ayre, 

© Or maipre famin, which the weake foretell, 

© © Or bloody warre, (of other woes the wor$t,) 

« PVhichwhereit hpbts doth show the Land accur$t, 
«© Andneredidgood where ener it befell, 


VV arre that bath ſought Th'Auſonian fame to reare, 
In warlike Emonye, (now growne ſo great 

VVith Souldiers bodies that were buried there,) 
VVhich yet to ſack vs toyles in bloody ſweat : 

T enlarge the bounds of conquering T heſſabe, 
Thros gb murder, diſcord, wratb,and enmitie, 
Euen to Nike peacefull Indians pearled ſeate. 


VV hoſe entrails fyerd with rancor, wrath and rages 


The former petty combats did dſp lace, 
And Camipe to Met did endleſſe b_ ules wage: 
VVhich on the Mountaine tops of wo ritke r OY 
Made thundring Mars (Diſſentions common friens,)' 


AmongFt the forward Souldiers firſt diſcend, 
Arm'd Twi bis blood-beſmeard keene Coutelaces. 


VV ho first attemptedto excite to Armes, 
| Thetroopes enraged with the Trumpets ſound, 


Head- . 
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Head-long to runne and reck no after barmes, _ 
V Vbere in the flowred Meades dead men were found ; 
Falling 4s thick (through warlike crueltie,) 

As eares of Corne for want of busbandry 

T bat (waFifull) sbed their graine vppon the ground. 


*  O warre, if thou wert ſubteft but to death, 
And by deſert migh$t fall to Phlegiton, 


T he torment that Ixion ſuffereth, 


| Or bis wboſe ſoule the Vulter ſeazeth on, 

Vere all too little to reward thy wrath: 
Nor all the plagues, that fierie Pluto hath 
T he moFt outragious ſumners layd vpon, 


A ccurſed Cates, wretcbes that wee are, 
Perceinc we not that for the fatall dombe, 

The Fates make ba$t enough: but we (by warre) 
Muſt ſeeke im Hell to baue a baples roome. 

Or fat enough doe foolisþ men not die, 
But they (by murther of themſelues) mu# bie, 
Hopeles to bide them in a baples tombe ? 


All ſad and deſolate our Citty lyes, 
And (for faire Corne-ground are our fields ſurcloid) 
VVith wortbles Gorſe, that yerely fruitles dyes ; 


And choakes the good which els we bad enioy'd. 
B. Death 


8 
" ——_ 
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Death dwels within vs,and if gentle Peace 
Diſcend not ſoonegonr ſorrowes to ſurceaſe, 
Latium (alreadie quaild) well be deFtroyd. 


ACTVS SECVNDVS. 


Cornelia. Cicero. 


ND wil ye needsbedew my dead-grown ioyes, 
And nouriſh ſorrow with eternall teares? 
O eyes, and will yee (cauſe I cannot dry 
Your ceaſcleſſe ſprings) not ſuffer meto die? 
Then makethe fro forth my branch-like yaines, 
Lyke weeping Riuers trickle by your vaults ; 
And (ſpunge my bodies heate of moiſture (o, 

 Asmy wg mm ſoule may fhunne my harr. 
_ Heavens letme dye, and letthe Deſtinies, 
Admit me paſlage toth'infernall Lake ; 
That my poore ghoſt, may reſt where powerfull fate, 
In Deaths fad kingdom hath my husband lodg'd. 
Fayne would I'dic,butdarkſome vg]y Death, 
With-liolds his darte, and in diſdaine doth flye me, 
Malitiouſly knowing that hels horror, 
| Is mylderthen mine endles diſcontent. 
And that ifDeath vpon my life ſhould ſeaze, 
The payne ſuppoſed would procure mine caſe. 


But 


CORNELF 4. 

But yee ſad Powers that rule the filent deepes, 
Ofdead-ſad Night, where finnes doe maske ynſeene: 
You that amongſt the darkſome manſions 
Of pyning ghoſts, twixt ſighes,and ſobs and teares, 
Da exerciſe your mirthleſle Empory. 

Yeegods (at whole arbitrament all ſtand,) 
Diſlodge my ſoule, and keepe it with your ſelues, 
For I am more then halfe your pryſoner. 

My noble husbands (more then noble ſoules,) 

Already wander ynder your commaunds. 
O then ſhall wretched I, that am but one, 
(Yet once both theyrs,) ſuruive now they are gone? 

Alas thou ſhould, = (houldſi Canals, uy 

Haue broke the ſacred thred thattyde thee heere, 

Whenas thy husband Craſſus (in his lowre) 

Did firſt beare Armes,and bare away my loue. 

And not (as thou haſt done) goe break the bands, 

By calling Hymen once more back againe. 

Leſſe haples,and more worthily thou might'ſt, 
Haue made thine aunceſters and thee renound: 
If (like a royall Dame) with faith faſt kept, 
Thou with thy former husbands death hadſt ſlept. 

But partiall Fortune, and the powerful Fates, 

tattheir pleaſures wield our purpoſes, 

Bewitcht my life, and did beguile my loue. 

Pompey, the fame that ranne of thy frayle honors, - | 
TE Bz Made 


——_— 
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Made me thy wife, thy loue, and (like a thiefe) 

: From my 4 husband ſtole my faithles gnnete, - 

But it (as ſome bebeue) in hd orhelſ- 7177 

' Beheauenly powers, or infetnall {; pirits, 

That care to be aueng 'd of Lovers othes ; 

(Oathes made in marriage, and after broke.) 

Thoſe powers,thoſe ſpirits (mou'd with my light faich,) 

Are now diſpleas'd with Pom ey and my lelfe. 

And doe with ctuill diſcord (furthering it) 

Vntye the bands, that ſacred Hymen io 

Els onely I, am cauſe of both theyr wraths, 

And of the ſinne that ceeleth vp thine eyes; 

Thyne ey eyes (O deplorable Pom ey) Iamſhee, | 

I akon thatfacksthy houſe and thee. :''* 1 

For t'is not heauen, or Craſſus (cauſc hee (ces 

ThatI amthine) in icaloſie purſues vs. - 

No,t'sa ſecrete croſſe, an vnknownething, 

That Freceiu'd, from heauen at my birth, 

That I hould heape misfortunes on the r head, 

Whom once Ihad receiu'din marriage 8 

Then yee the-noble Romwlifis that reſt, 

Henre-forth forbeare to ſeeke my nardring love, 

Ardlet theyr double loſle that held medeere, 

Byd you beware for feare* you be beguild. 

Ye may bezirch and great in Fortunes grace, 
And i your hopos with hap may be efieed, 


But 
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But jf yee once be wedded tomy laue: 
Clowdes of aduerſitie willcover you, | 
So(peſtilently) fraught with change of owed, 


Is nune infected boſome from my youth, 
Like poyſonthat (once li inhe budy): . 
No Ne — las 
One whule the hart, anotlier while the buer, 
(According to th'encountring es) 
Nor I it what purely rok on hart, :- 
Morethen the moſt infected falthieſt-part. 
Pompey what holpe it thee, (fay deerelt life,) 
Tell mee what holpe thy arlike valiant minde 
T*cncounter with the leaſt of my miſhaps ? _ 
What holpe it thee that vader thy commaund 
Thou faw'ftthe trembling carth with horror mazed? 
Or (where the ſunne forſakes thi'Ocean (ea,). 
Or (watereth his Courſers in the Weſt) - - 
T”haue made thy name by farre more fam'd and feard, 
Then Summers thunderto the lilly, Heard? 
What holpeir, thatthou ſfaw'ſt when thou wert young, 
Thy Helmet deck with coroners of Bayes? 2 
So many enemiesin battaile ratiz'd 
Beate backe likeflyes before aſtorme of hayle? 
F'haue lookt a-skanceand (es fo many Kings | 


Tolay thews Crowne and. Sagpons —_ feete? - 
io -B. 3s . T'embrace 
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T'embracethy knees, and humbled by theyr fate, 

Tattend thy mercy m this morneful ſtate? 

Alas and here-withall, whatholpe itthee, 

That ceuen in all the corners ot the earth, 

Thy wandring glory, was fo greatly knowne? 

Andthat Rome aw thee while thoutryumph'dſt thrice 
O'rethree parts ofthe world that thou had(t yok'd? 
That Neptune weltring on the windie playnes, 

Eſcapt not free fruthy victorious hands? 
Since thy hard hap, ſincethy fierce deſtinie, 
(Enuious ofallthine honors) gaue thee mee. 
By whom the former courſe of thy faire deeds, 

| Might (witha byting brydle) bee reſtraind ; 

By whom the glorie of thy conqueſts got, 

Might die diſgrac'd with mine ynhappines. 

O haples wife, thus ominous to all, 

Worle then Megera, worſe then any plague. 
What foule infernall, or what ſtranger hell, . 
Hence-forth wilt thou inhabite, where thy hap, 
None others hopes, with miſchicfe may ecntrap. 


What end (O race of Scipio,) willthe Fates 
Aford yourteares? Will that day never come - 
Thar your deſaſtrousgriefesſhallturneto toy, - 


And we haue time to buric our annoy ? 


Cornelia, 


_ 


CORNELILM. 


Cornelia. 
Ne're ſhall I ſee that day, for Heauen and Time, 
Haue faild in power to calme my paſsion. 
Nor canthey (ſhould _ pitti my complaints) 
Once caſe my life, but with the pangs of death. 
Cicero. 

© © The wide worlds accidents are apt to change. 
«© Andtickle Fortune ſtates not 10 a place. 
*<© But (like the Clowdes) continualkie dorh range, 
«© Orlikethe Sunnethar hath the Night in chace. 
«© Then as the Heauens (by whom our hopesareguided) 
© Doecoaſtthe Earth with aneternal] courle, 
©« We muſt notthinkea milcrie betided, 
© Willneuer ceaſe, butſtill grow worſe and worſe. 
© When Ifie Winter's paſt, then comes the ſpring, 
«© Whom Sommerspride (with ſultric heate) purſues ; 
© To whom mylde Autumne doth earths treaſure bring, 
© The ſweeteſt ſeaſon that the wiſe can chule. 
©« Heauens influence was nereſo conſtant yet, 
'*« Ingoodorbadasto continue t. 
When I was young, Ifaw againſt pooreSylla, 

Proud Cynna, Marius, and Carbo fleſh'd, 

So long, till they gan tiranize the Fowne, 

And ſpilt ſuch ſtore of blood in euery ſtreet, 


As there were none but dead-men to be ſeenc. 


Withina while, I aw how Fortune plaid, 


= 


And 


CORNELF 4. 


And wound thoſe Tyrants vuderneath her wheele, 

Who loſt theyr liues, and power at once by one, 

That (to reuenze himlelte) did (with his blade) 

Commut more murther then Rome cuer made. 
YetSylla, ſhaking tyrannie aſide, 

Return'd due honors to our Common-wealth, 

Which peaceably retain'd her auncient ſtate, 

Growne great without the ſtrife of Citizens. 

Till thys ambitious Tyrants time, that toyid 

To ſtoope the world, and Rome to his deſires, 

But flattring Chaunce that trayn'd.his firſt designes, 

May change her lookes, and giue the Tyrant ouer, 

Leauing our Cittie, where fo long agoe, 

Heauens did theyr fauors lauiſhly beſtow. 

Cornela. 
T'istrue,the Heauens (at leaſt-wiſe it they pleaſe) 
May giue poore Rome her former libertie, 
But (though they would,) I know they cannot giue 
A ſecond life to Pompey, that is ſlaine. 
Cicero. 

Mourne not for Pempey, Pompey could not die 

A better death, then for his Countries weale. 

For oft he (carch't amongſt the fierce alarms, 

But (wiſhing)-could not find fo faire an end; 

Till fraught with yeeres,and honor bothat once, 


Hee gaue his bodie (asa Barricade) 


For 


CORNELL. 


For Romes defence, by Tyrants ouer-laide. : 
Brauely he died, and Cape takes it ull, 
That (enuious) we repineat heauens will. 
Corneha. 

Alas, my ſorrow would be ſo much leſle, 

 Ifhehaddied (hisfauchin in his fiſt. ) 
Had hce amidſt huge troopes of Armed men 

Becne wounded,by another any waie, 
It would haue calmed many of my ſighes. 
For why, t'havue ſcene his ik Roman blood 
Mixt with hisenemics, had done him good. 
But hee is dead, (O heauens) not deadn fight, 
With pike in hand ypona Forte _ 
Defending ofa br but baſely ſlaine 
Slaine trayterouſhie, without aſſault in warrs, 
Yea, ſlaine he is, and bitter chaunce decreed 
To haue me there, to ſee this bloody deed. 


I faw him, I was there, and in mine armes 
He almoſt feltthe poygnard when he fell. 


Whereat, my blood ſtoptin ling vaines, | 
Mine haire grew brifled, ys. groue: 

My voycelay * hid, halfe dead within my throate. 
My frightfull hart (ſtund in my one-col breaſt) 
Faintlie edonbled, eu'ry feeble ſtro 
My ſpirite( (chained withim ur 

Did rauing ſtrive to breake he prc oPe, 


(Enlarg'd) 


CORNELL. 


of Enlarg'd,) to drowne the "-_ it didabide, 

In ſolitary Lethes ſleepic tyde.. | 

Thrice (ro abſent me from thys hatefull light,) 

I would haue plund'd my body in the Sea. 

And thrice detaind, with doletull ſhreeks and cryes, 

(With armes to heauen vprea'd) I gan exclaime 

And bellow forth againſt the Gods themſelues, 

A bedroll of outragjous blaſphemies. 

Till (griefe to heare, and hell for me to ſpeake,) 

My woes waxt ſtronger, and my ſelfe grew weake. 

Thus day and night Irtoyle indiſcontent, 

| And ſleeping wake, when ſleepeit ſelfe that rydes 

Vpon the myſts, ſcarce on mine eyes, 

Sorrow conſumes mee, and in ſteed of reſt, 

With folded armes I fadly fitte and weepe. 

Andif I winck, itis for feareto ſee, 

The fearefull dreames efteRs that trouble mee. 

O heavens, what ſhall I doe? alas muſt I, 

Muſt I my ſelfe, be murderer of my ſelfe ? 

Muſt I my ſelfe be forc'd to ope the way, * 

Whereat my ſoulein wounds may fally forth? 
Cicero. 

Madam, you muſt not thus tranſpoſe your ſelfe. 

VVe ſee your ſorrow; but who ſorrowes not? 1... 

The griefe is common, And I mule, beſides 

The ſeruitude that cauſeth all our cares, 


Beſides 


CORNELL. 


Beſides the baſenes wherein we are yoked, 
Beſides the loſſe of good men dead and gone, 
What one he is that in this broile hath bin 
And mourneth not for ſome man ofhis kin? 
Cornelia, 
If all the world were in the like diſtreſle, 
My ſorrow yet would neuer ſeemethe leſle. 
Cicero. 


«© O, but men beare miſ-fortunes with more calc, 
©« The more indifferently that they fall, 
© And nothing more (in vprores) men can pleaſe, 
© Then whenthey ſee their woes not wortt of all. 
Cornelaa. | 
«© Qur friendes nuiſ-fortune dooth increaſe 
Cicero. 
*« But ours of others will not beacknowne. 
" Cornelia. 
© «© Yet one mans ſorrow will another tutch. 
Cicero. 
©] when himſelfe will entertaine none ſuch. 
Cornelia. | 
© Anothers teares, draw teares fro forth our eyes. 
Cicero. 


our OWNC, 


« And choyce of ſtreames the oreateſt Riuer dryes. 


| Cornelia. | 
V'Vhen ſand within a YVhirle-poole1yes ynwet, 
of * 


My 


CORNELL 


My teares ſhall dry, and I my griefe forget, 
Cicero. 
What boote your teares, or what auailes your forrow 
Againſt th'incuitable dart of Death ? 
Thinke you to moue with lamentable plaints 
Perſipbone, or Plutos gaſtlie ſpirits, 
| Tomakelym liue that's locked in histombe, 
And wandreth in the Center of the earth ? 
© © No, no, Corneha, Caron takes not paine, 
*<© To ferry thoſe that muſt be ferche againe. 
ſerpi FR roars plaints, 
Proſerpiain iQts, 
And hell it ſelfe 5 deafe "gg my laments 
Vnprokitably ſhould I waſte my teares, 
If ouer Pompey I ſhould weepe to death; 
With hope ta haue him be reuiu'd by them. 
Weeping auailes not, therefore doe weepe. 
Great loſſes, greatly areto be depror'd, 
Theloſle is great that cannot be reſtor'd. 
« © Nought is immortall ynderneath the Sunne, 
«« Allthingsare fubiettco Deaths tiranny : 
«« Both Clownes & Kings one ſelfe-ſame courſe muſt run, 
«« And what-ſocyer lines, is ſure todie. 
Then wherefore mourne you for husbands death, 
Sith being a man, hewas ordain'd to dic ? JAP 


Ly 


z 


CORNELIA. 


Sith Tones ownes ſonnes, retaining humane ſhape, 

No more then wretched weitheir death could (cape. 
Braue Scipio, your famousaunceſior, | | 
That Romes high worth to Afrique did extend ; 
And thoſe two Scipios (thatin peton fought, 
Before the fearcfull Carthagenian walls,) 

Both brothers, and both warrs fierce lightning fiers; 
Arethey not dead? Yes, and their death (ourdearth) 
Hath hid them both embowel'd m theearth..  * - 
And thoſe great Citties, whoſe foundations reacht 
From deepeſt hell, and with their tops tucht heauen: 
Whoſe lottie Towers, (uke>thorny-pointed ſprares) | 
Whoſe Temples, Pallaces, and walls emboſt, 

In powerand fargegandfiercenes, ſeem'dtothreat 
The tyred world, that trembled.with their waight ; 

In one dates ſpaces our etertallmoncs) : 

Have we not ſeene them turn'd taheapes of ſtones? 
Carthage can with&, and thou heavens hand-work 
Faire Ilium, razed by the conquering Greekes ; 
Whoſe auncient beaune, wonh and weapons, feem'd 
Sufficient t/haue tam'd the Mernaidons. 
© < But whatſo'cre hathbotkn begin; muſt end. 

| *<Death(haply that our willingnes'doth ſee) 

«© With brandiſhtdart, doth! make the paſſage free; 

«« And timeles doth our ſoules to Plato ſend. 

i | IV 4; — C.3. $: | Cornelia. 


CORNELLM. 


Corneha. 
Would Death had ſtcepthis date in Lerno-s blood, 
That I were drown'din the Tartarean deepes, 
laman oftring fit for Acheron. 
A match more equall neuer could be made, 
Then I, and Pompey, in th' Elifian ſhade. 


Cicero. 
© © Death's alwaies ready, and our time is knowne 
© © To beat heauens diſpoſe, and not our owne. 
| , Cornelia, ' i. 
Canweebe our hatierogoodhap 2 3 
» Cicero, ' has 
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(Ns. Corneha-s. IS J&003 0. 
To ſeape the fearecehin followes On TY glaunces, 4 
- Caterou ' 4 
A ale re doth neuer feare miſchavnces. 
; ; Cornelia. - 41:1 v4 DIC... -i 
:« Anoble minde didainethſcruiude. 04: 
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Cornelia. 1 
How Idocrfufrthat I would not? f 


. Cicero!.. 


«True nobleſſe neucr doth the thing it ſhould not. 


Cornelia. 


CORNELIA. 


Cornelia. 
Then muſt I dye. Cicero, Yet dying thinke this ſti] : 
© «© No feare of death ſhould force vs to doe ll. A 
Cornelia, | 
If death beſuch, why is your feare lo rite? 
Cicero. 
My works will ſhew I neuer feard my life, 
Corneha. 
And yet you will not that (in our diſtreſle,). 
We aske Deaths ayde to cnd lifes wretchednes. 


Cicero. | 
*© We neither ought to vrge nor askeathing, 
© © VYherein welce ſo much aſſuraunce lyes. 
© «© Butif perhaps ſome fierce offended King, 
*< (To fright vs) (ette/pale death before our eyes, 
© Toforce vs doe thatgoesagainſt our hart ; 
<<&T" were more then baſe in vs to dread his dart 
© © But when for feare ofah enfuungall, .)c: . - 1 
«© We ſecke to ſhorten our appointed rate. 
«« Thent'is (for feare) that we our felues/doe kill, | 
«© So fond we areto fearethe worlds diſgrace. 4 


bo” \ Gas i” $0.4 ab3T0 4 74 
T'is not for frailtie or faint cowardize, £ 
That men (to ſhunne miſchaunces) iccke for death. 
| ET ' + "_ 


CORNEL1AM. 


But rather he that ſeeks it, ſhowes himlelfe, 
Of certaine courage, gainſt incertaine chaunce. 
«© He that retyres not at the threats of death, 
© © Is not as arethe yulgar, ſlightly faicd. 
<< For heauen it ſelfe, nor hels infectious breath, 
©<© The reſolute at any time haue ſtayed. 
*«© And (ſoothto fay) why feare we when we lee, 
* © The thing we feare, lcſſe then the feare to be, 
Then let medie my libertieto faue, 


Fort'isa death to lyue a Tyrants ſlaue. 


Cicero. 

Daughter, beware how you prouoke the heauens, 
Which in our bodies (as a tower of ſtrength) 
Haue plac'd our ſoules, and fortchide the ſame ; 
As diſcreet Princes ſettetheyr Garrifons, 
In ſtrongeſt places oftheyr Prounces. 

6 Ie ama, 

*© Arſuch a Kings departure or c 

© Toleaue te Slce and his faith, 

*© $10 this cale, we not toſfurrender 

* © That deerer part, till it ſelfecommaund it. 

*© Foras they lent vs life to doe vs pleaſure, 

*© So looke they for returne of fuchatreaſure. 


CHORYVS. 


[i of 


CHORVS. 
«© VV Hat e're the maſſie Earth bath agbt, 


T Or on ber nurſe-like backe ſuStaines, 


« © Vpon the will of Heauen doth watte, 
©£ Anddoth no more thenit ordaynes. 
«© All fortunes, all felicities, 
©© Vpon therr motion doe depend. 
© © And from the Flarres doth Flill ariſe, 
©© Both their beginning and their end. 
£6 The Monarchies that couer all 
© Thicartblyroundwith MaieShe, 
«© © Haue both theyr riſing and theyr fall, 
«© Frombeauen and beanens varietic. 
© © Fraile men, or mans more fraile defence, 
«© Had neuer power, toprafiiſeſtayes 
© © Of this celeFhall influence, 
© © That gouerneth and guides our dayes. 
« © Noclowde but will be ouer-caSt. 
© Andwhai now florishetb, must fade. 
© © And that that fades, reuiue at la$t, 
©© Toflorisb as it firft was made. 
© © T he formes of things doe neuer die, 
©© becauſe the matter that remaines, 
© © Reformes another thing thereby, 
© < Thatſtill the former sbape retaimes. 
| D. 


CORNELM. 


+ © The roundnes of two boules croſſ-caf}, 

«© (ſothey withequallpace beajm'd,) 

« « Showes therr beginmng by their laft;' 

£6 which byold nature is new-fram'd, 

©© Sopeopled citties that of yore he 

©© were deſert fields where none would byde, 

<< Become forſaken as before, 

ee yet after are re-edified. - 

Perccine we not apetty vaine; 
cut from a ſpring by chaunce or arte, \ 

Engendreth fountaines, whence againe, \ * 
—_— doe to floods edhuart? (11! 

T boſe floods to waues, thoſe wavestoſedgy'' 1 
that oft exceede their wonted bounds © + 

And yet thoſe (eas (a5 beauens pleaſe) 
returne to ſprings by vnder-grounds,. 

Euen ſo our cittie ( in ber prime) 

preſcribing Princes enery thing, 

Ts now ſubdu'de by conquering T ime : 
andlineth ſubiett to a King. 

And yet perbaps the ſus-brigh CYOwne, 
that now the T'yrans bead doth deck, 

May turne to Rome with true yenoune, 
If fortune chaunce but ence to check. 

T he ſtately walls that once were rear d, 

and by a shephards hands ere#t, 


CORN ELF 4 
(VVith baples brothers blood beſmear'd) 
sball how by whomthey were infeft. 
And once more vnist Tarquins frowne, 
(with arrogance and rage enflam'd) 
Shall keepe the Romaine valure downe ; 
and Rome it ſelfe a while be tam'd. 
And chaſteFt Lucrece once againe, 
(becauſe ber name dishonored Flood) 
Shall by berſelfe be careleſſe ſlaine, 
and make a riner of ber blood ; 
Scorning ber ſoule aſeate sbould builde 
within a body, baſely ſeene. 
By sbameles rape to be defilde, | 
that earFi was cleere as.heanens Quyene, | 
But beauens as tyranme Sball [yoke 4 
our boſierd harts, with ſerwile tbrall ; 
So grant your plagues (which theypronoke,) 
may light pon them once for all. 
Andlet anotber Brutus riſe, 
branely to fight in Romes defence, 
To free our T owne from tyranme, 
and tyrannousprond mſolence. 


D. 2. 


CORNELL. 
ACTVS..-TERTIVS:.. 


Cornelia. Cborws. 
T. HE cheerefull Cock (the fad nights comforter,) 
Wayting vpon the rylang of the Sunne, 
Doth fing to ſec how Cynthia ſhrinks her horne, 
While Clitie takes her progreſle tothe Eaſt, 
Where wringing wet with drops of filuer dew, 
Her wonted teares of loue ſhe Joth renew. 
The wandring Swallow with her broken ſong, 
The Country-wench vnto her worke awakes; 
While Citherea ſighing walks to feeke Nr 
Her murdred loue, tran form'd into a Rofe.. | 
Whom (though ſhe ſce)to crop ſhe kindly teares ; 
But (kiſsiog) ſighes, anddewes hym with her teares. 
Sweet teares of loye,remprabrancers totyme. 
Tyme paſt with me that an to'teares converted, 
Whoſe mourntull paſsions, dul}themornings toyes. 
Whoſe ſweeter ſleepes, areturnd to fearefull dreames. 
And whole firſt fortunes, (fild with all diſtreſle,) 
Afﬀord no hope of future happineſſe. 
But what diſaſtrous or hard accident, 
Hath bath'd your blubbred eyes in bitter teares? 
That thus conſort me in my myſlene. 


'* » Why doe you beate yupbreſts? why mourne youſo? 


Say 


CORNELIM. 


Say gentle ſiſters, tell me, and belieue 
It grieues methat I know not why you grieue. 
Chorus. 

O poore Cornelia, haue not we good calle, 
For furmer wrongs to furniſh ys with teares? 

Cornelia. 

O butl feare that Fortune ſeekes new flawes, 
And ſtil (vnlatisfide) more hatred bear 

| Chorus. 

Wherein can Fortune further inzure vs, 

' Now we haue loſt our conquered libertie, | 
Our Common-wealth, our Empyre, andour honors, 
Vader thys cruell Tarquins tyrannie? | 
Vnder his outrage now areall ourgoods,, | -; 
Where ſcattered they runne by Land and Sea , . 

(Lyke exil'd vs) from fertill Italy, | 
To proudeſt Spayne, or pooreſt Getulie. 
Cornelia. 

And will the heavens that haue {o oft defended 
Our Romaine walls, from fury of fierce kings, 
Not (once againe) returne our Senators, 
That from the Lybique playnes,and Spaniſh fields, 
With feareles harts doguard our Romaine hopes? 
Vl they not once againe encoumge them, 

To fill our fields with blood ofcnemies, ' Þ 

: Amdbring from Afﬀriqueto our Capitoll, = 
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CORNELTA. 

Vpontheyr helknes the Empyre that is ſtole, 
Then hame-borne houſhold os, and yegood ſpirits, 
To whom in doubtful we ſecke acceſſe, 
By whom our family, hath adorn'd, 
And graced with the name of African. 
Doe ye vouchſafe that thys victorious title, 
Be not expired in Cornelias blood ; * 
And that my Father now (in th 'Aﬀrique wars) 
Theſelfe-lame ſtyle by rey may continue. 
But wretched that I am, alas feare. ' 
Chorus. 
Vihar feare you Madam? 
Cornelia. 
Thatthe frowning heauens;// 
Oppoſe Eg vS1n theyr) waath, 


Our loſſe (I hope) ab fa fde heyrive 

Cornelia. 
O no, ourloſle lyfts Czlars fortunes hyer. 

Chorus. 

Fortune i fackle. 
134111114: Cornelia. 
| Burkhard fayld him neuer. 
— Chorus. 


*—_ 4 ® 


CORNELIA. 
« Cornelia. 
My fearefull dreums doe my deſpairs redonbiy,” 
YI. = 
Why ſuffer you yayne dreames your: heade to cradle 7 
"© Cornelia. 
Who is nottroubled with ay viſions = 
Tharofour pyricutwbibluſbes, 54 BY Foy 
{ Cornelia. :: 
Godgraunt heſedreaines rogoodefe bes brought. 
Chorus. 
We dreame by nightwhat we byday OY 
C ornelia. 11.11. | 
The ſilent Night that long had: Ghined;; 
Now —— able mantle off, » - +: + 
And now the fleepie Waine-man Gerd droue, 
His ſlow-pac'd Teeme;that long had traueled. 
When (like a ſlumber, if you 23 itlo) 
A dulnes, that diſpoſethvstoreſt, ,  ! 
Gan cloſe the windowes of my watchful eyes, 
Already tyerd and loadenwith my teares. 
And (methought) came ohyding by my bed, 
The ghoſt of Pompey, with aghaſily' looke ; 
All pale and brawne-falne, not in tryumph borne, 
Amongſt the conquering Romansas we ys'de, 
Whenhe (cathroniz'd,) at his feete beheld .. 


Great 


CORNELL. : 
Great Emperors, faſt bound in chaynes of braſſe. 
But all amaz'd, with fearetull hollow eyes, 
Hys hayre and beard, deform'd with blood and fiyear, 
Caſting a thyn courle lynſel ore hys ſhoulders, .  _ 
That (rome 12 peeces) tray['d ypon the ground. 
And (gnaſhing ofhistecth) valockt his iawes, 
Which ({lyghely couer'd with a ſcarce-ſcene 5kyn,) 
Thys ſolemne tale, hefadly did begin. 
Sleep'ſt thou Cornelia? ſleeplt thougentle wife, 
And ſcelt thy Fathers miſery and mine? 
Wake deereſt ſweete, and (ore our Sepulchers) 
In pitty ſhow thy lateſt louetov,, 8 
| Such hap (as ours) attendeth on my ſonnes, 
The (elfe-lame fae and fortune following them. 
Send Sextus ouer to ſome forraine Nation, . +. 
Farre from the common: hazard of the warrs ; 
That (being yet ſau'd) he may attempt no more, 
To venge 4 valure that is tryde before. 
He fayd. And {uddainly atrembling horror, 
A chyl-cold ſhyuering (ſetled in my vaines) 
Brake vp my ſlumber ; When us GK 2 
Three times to cry, but could nor cry, not ſpeake. 
' Imou'd mine head,and flonge abroade minc armes 
To entertaine him, but his ainie ſpirit, | 
Beguiled mine embraſements, and (vnkind) 
Left me embracing nothing but the wind. 


CORNELL, 
O valiant foule, when ſhall this ſoule ofmine, 
Come vilite thee in the Elifian ſhades > 3" | 
O deerelt life ; or when ſhall ſweeteſt death, I 
Diflolue the fatall trouble of my daies, - 7 
And bleſſe me with my Pompeys company ? 
But may my father (O extreame miſhap) 
And ſuch a number of brave regiments, 
Made of ſo many expert Souldiours, 
That lou'd our liberty and follow'd him, 
Be lo diſcomfited 2 O would it were 

but anilluſion, 
Cho. Madam neuer feare.  - 
Nor let a ſenceles Idol ofthe nyght, . 
Encreaſe a more then needfull feare in you. 
Cor. My feare-procceds not of an idle dreame, 
For t'is a trueth that hath _— —_ 
I aw great P and I heard hym e; 
And Orc TI him,opte mine armes, 
When drouly ſleep that wak'd mee at vnwares, 
; Dydwith hys flight vncloſe my fearctul eyes 
So ſuddainly, that yet mee thinks I ſee him. 
Howbe-itI cannottuch him, for he ſlides 
More ſwiftly from mee then the Occan glydes. 

Chorus 


© © Theſe are yaine thoughts, or melancholie ſhowes, - 
*© That wontto haunt and traceby cloiſtred tombes: 
E. : «Which 


CORNELL. 
 *«Whuch eath's appeare in fadde and ſtrange diſguiſes, 
© © To penitue mindes deceiued, (wyth theyr ſhadowes) 
©© They counterfetthe dead in voyce and figure ; 
 **Dewning ofour future miſeries. 

<< For when our ſoule the body hath dilgaged, 

«It ſeeks the common paſſage of the dead, 

©© Downe by the fearcfull gates of Acheron. - 

«© Where when itis by Aeacus adiudg'd, 


*< It eyther turneth to the Styg 


an Lake, 
«© Orſtaies for euer in th'Elifian fields ; 
*< Andne'rereturneth to the Corle interd ; 
. *© To walkeby night, or makethe wiſe atcard. 
« © None but incuitable conquering Death, 
«« Deſcends to hell, with hope to riſe againe; 
« © For ghoſts of men are lockt in fiery gates, 
« « Faſt-guarded bya fell remorceles Monſter. 
«© And thereforethinke not it was Pompeys [pryte, - 
<< But ſome falſe D702 that beguild your ſight. 
Cicero. 
Then O worlds Queene,O towne that didft extend 
Thy conquering armes beyond the Ocean, 
And thro thy conqueſts from the Lybian ſhores 
Downe to the Scithian (wift-foote feareles Poxters,: . 
Thou art embas'd ; and at this inſtant yeeld'ſt 
Thy proud necke toa miſerable yoke; 0 
 Romethouarttam'd;&: th'garth dewd with thy _ 
BW: ot —”” Doth 


CORNELL. 

Doth laugh to ſce how thouart ſigniorizd. 

The force of heauen exceedsthy former ſtrength. - 

For thou that wont'ſt to tame and conquer all, 
Art conquer'd now with an cternall fa 

Now ſhalt thou march(thy hands faſt bound behind thee) 
Thy head hung downe,thy checks with teares beſprent, 
Before the victor ; Whyle thy rebell ſonne, 
With crowned front tryumphing followes thee. 
Thy braueſt Captaines, whoſe coragious harts 
(Ioyn'd with the right) did re-enforce our hopes, . 
Now murdred lyefor Foule to feede pon. 
Petreus,Cato,-and Scipioareflaine, 
And Iubathat amongſt the Mores did raigne, 

Nowe you whom both the gods and Fortunes . "7h 


Hath fau'd from danger in theſe furious broy 
Forbeare to tempt the enemy againe, 
For feare youtec thud calamitie. 
Ceſar is ike a brightlie laming blaze 
ot fiercely Vo a houle already fired ; 
And ceaſeles lanching out on cuerie ſide, 
Conſumes the more, the more youſecke to quench it, 
Still darting ſparcles, till it inde atrayne 
To ſeaze ypon, and then it flames amaine. | 
The men,the Ships,wher-with poore Rome affronts him, 
All powreles,giue proud Ceſars wrath free paſlage. 


Noughtcan reſiſt him, allthe powre we raile, 
Ds © Turnes 


\ 


O gods that once had care oftheſe our walls, 


CORNELL. 


Turnes but to our misfortune, and his prayſe. 

T'isthou (O Rome) that nurc'd his infolence. 

T'is thou (O Rome) that gau'ſt him firſt the ſword 
Which murdrer-like againſt thy (elte he drawes : 
And violates both God and Natures lawes. 

Lyke morrall Eſops myſled Country ſwaine, 

That fownda Serpent pyning in the ſnowe, 


And full of fooliſh pitty tooke it y 
And kindly laydit L kiuks houſbol4 nd 
Till "a Ms itnimbly 


gan to 
And ſtungto rae the foole that foſtred ther. 


And feareles kept vs from th'aſlault of foes. 
Great Iupiter, to whom our Capitol 

So many Oxen yeerely lacrafiz'd. 

Minerua, Stator, and ſtoute Thracian Mars, 
Father to good Quprinus our firſt founder. 

To what intent haue ye preſeru'd our Towne? 
This ſtatelie Towne M often hazarded, 
Againſt the Samnires, Sabins, and fierce Latins ? 
Why from once footing in our Fortreſles, 
Haue yee repeld the luſtie warlike Gaules? 
Why from Moloſſus and falſe Hanibal, 
Haue yee reſeru'd the noble Romuliſts? 
Or why from Catlins lewde conſpiracies, 


Preſeru'd yee Rome by my preucntion? 


CORNELIA. 


To caſtfo ſooneaſtate ſo long defended, 
Into the bondage where (enthrald) we pin 
Toſerue (no ſtranger, but amongſt vs) = 
That with blind frenzie buildeth vp his throne? 
But if in vs be any vigor reſting, 

If yet our harts retaine one drop of blood! 
Ceſar thou ſhalt not yauntthy ae long, _ 
Nor longer hold vs inthis ſeruitude. - 
Nor ſhalt thou bathe thee longer in our blood. 
For I divine thatthou muſt vomit " "Hole 
Like to a Curre that Carrion hath deuour'd, 
And cannot reſt yntill his mawe be ſcour'd. 
Think'ſt thouto ſigniorize, or bethe Kang 

Of ſucha number, nobler then thy ſelfe> 
Or think'ſt thou Romains beare pl ch baſtard harts, / 
To let thy tyrannie be vnreueng'd ? 

No, for mee thinks I ſee the ſhame, the gricfe, 
The rage, the hatred that they haue conceiu'd: 
And many a Romaine ſword already drawne, 
T'enlarge the libertic thatthou wy/ 

And thy diſmembred body (ſtab'dand torne,) 
Dragd through the ſtreets, diſdained to bee borne, 


Phillip. Cornelia 
"Thnkem the reſt of mine extreame — 
I inde my fortune not the leaſt in thus, 

E, 3. 


\ 
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That I haue kept my Maiſter company, 

Podiinhokfo nd, hys "TRL: 

Pompey the great, whom I haue honored, 

With true deuotion both alive and dead. 

One ſelfe-ſame ſhyp containd vs when I ſaw 

The murdri ptians bereaue his lyfe ; 

And nr Gy _—_ had afright ya earth, 

Did homage to it with his deereſt blood, 

O're whom I ſhed full many a bitter teare, 

And did performe hys obſequies with ſighes : - 

And on the ſtrond ypon the Riuer ſide, 

(Where to my ſighes the waters ſeem'd to turne) 

I woauca Coftyn for hiscorlc of Seggs, 

That with the winde dyd waue like bannerets, 

And hyd his body to be burn'd thereon, = 

Which when it was conſum'd I kindly tooke, 

And fadly cloz'd within an carthen Vrne 

' Theasſhiercliques ofhis haples bones. 

Which hauing ſcapt the rage ofwind and Sea, 

I bring to faire Corneliato interr 

Within hus Elders Tombe that honoured her. 
Cornelia, 

Ayh-me, what ſee I? Phil. Pempeys tender bones, 

which (in extreames) an earthen. Vrne containeth. 

Corn. O ſweet, deere, deplorable cynders, 

O myſerable woman, lyuing dying. 
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O poore Cornelia, borne to be diſtreſt, 
Why hu'ſt thoutoyl'd, that (dead) mightſt lyeatreſt? 
O faithles hands that vnder cloake of loue, 
Did entertaine him, to torniet 
O barbarous, ivhumaine, hateful traytors, 

Thys your diſloyall dealing hath defam'd 

Your King, and his inhoſpitable ſeate, 

Ofthe extreameſt and molt odious cryme, 

That gainſt the heauens might bee imagined. 

For yee haue balely broke the Law of Armes, 

And out-rag'> ouer an afflicted foule;- . -i -- * 
Murdred a man that did ſabmut hiraſelfe, '' * > 
And iniur'd him that cuer vs'd you kindly. 

For which miſdeed, be Egi peſtered, ap bs 1 
With batraile, famine, andiperpetuall plagues.” | | —3 
Let Aſpies, Serpents, Snakes,and Lybian Beares,, — » 
- Tygers, and Lyons, breed with -yuufor cuer. 

And let fayre Nylus (wont to nurſe your Corne)' 
Couer your Land with Toades and Crocadils, - +. ' 
That may infe&, deuoure and murder you. - * 


Els earth make way,and hell receiue them quicke.. | 


A hatefull race, moneſt whom there dooth abide. :: 
All treaſon, luxurie,and homicide. - - '' 1 07 oo 2 


Ceaſethele laments; Corn, I doe butwhatI ought *\ 
to mourne his deach: Phil. Alasthat profits. nought, 


Cornelis, — © 


CORNEL1A, 


Cor. Will heauen lettreaſon be vnpuniſhed ? 

Phil. Heauens will performe whatthey have promiſed. 
Cor. I feare the heauens will not heare our prayer. 
Phxl. The plaints of men oppreſt, doe pierce the ayre. 
Cor. YetCeſar liueth ſtill, Phil, *« Due puniſhment 

£© Succeedes n1t alwaies after an offence. 

© ko; ottentimes t'ts for our chaſtiſement 

*© That heauen doth with wicked men diſpence. 

*© That when they liſt, they may with vſurie, 

* © Forall miſdeeds pay home the penaltie. 

Cor. This is the hope that feeds my haples daies, 
Els had my life beene long agoe expired. 

| Trruſtthegodsthat ſee our houxely wrongs, 

V”:{fre his ſhamefull bodie with their flames. 
Except ſome man (refolued) ſhall conclude, 
With C:eſars death to end our ſeruitude. 

Els (god to fore) my ſelfe may liue to ſee, 
His tired corſe lyetoyling in his blood : 
Gor'd witha thouſand ſtabs, and round about, 
The wronged people leape for inward ioy. 

 Andthencome Murder, then come vglic Death, 

Then Letbe open thine infernall Lake, 
Ile downe with ioy : becauſe before I died, 
Mine eyes haue ſcene what I in hart defir'd. 

| Pompey may not reuiue, (and Pompey dead) 


Let me but ſee the murdrer murdered. 
4th oe"? ao Phillip. 


CORNELF A. 
Phil. Ceſar bewail'd lus death. 
Corn. His death hee mournd, 
whom while hee lyu'd, to lyue lyke him hee ſcome. 
Phil. Hee puniſhed lus murdrers. 
Corn. Who murdred hym +, 
but hee that lloyd} Pompey with the ſword ? 
He murdred-Pompeythat purſu 'd his death, | 
And caſt the plotto catch him in the trap. . 
He that of his departuretooke the ſpoyle, _ | 
Whoſe fell ambition (founded firſt in-blood) 
By nought but Pompeys lyfe could be with-ſtood. 
Phil. Photis and falſe Achillas he beheadded. 
Corn. That was, becauſe that Pompey being theyr _— 
they had determin'd once of Ceſarsend. 
Phil. V/hat got he by tus death? 
Cor. Supremacie. 
Phil. Yer Ceſar1 peakes of Pompey honourablie. 
Corn. Words are but winde, nor meant he what he ſpoke, 
Phil. He will not let his ſtatues be broke. 
Cor, By which diſguiſe (whatere he doth pretend) 
His owne from becing broke he doth defend. 
And by the traynes where-with he vs allures, 
His owne eſtate more firmely he aſſures. 
Phil. He tooke no pleaſure in his death youſee. 
Corn. Becauſe hymlelte of life did not "gra him. 
Phyl. Nay, he was mou'd with former amutie. 
| F. Cornelia 


CORNELL. 


Corn, He neuer ruſted him.but to deceive him. 
- But, had he Jou'd him with a loue vnfaincd, 
Yet had it beene a'vaine and truſt leſle league 
© Forthere is nothing in the ſoule of man 
<« & firmely zrounded, as canqualifie, 
©« Th'inextingmble thyrſt of ſigniorie. 
«© Not heauensfeare, nor Countries ſacred loue, 
<< Not auncient lawes, nor nuptiall chaſt deſire, 
© © Reſpect of blaod; op(tharwhich moſt ſhould moue,) 
© © The inward zealethat Nature doth require : 


<« All theſe, nor anything we can deuiſe, 
©« Can ſtoopethe hartrelolu'd totyrannize. . 
Phil. feare your griefes jacreaſe with thys diſcourſe. 
Corn. My griefes are ſuch, as hardly can be worle, ; 
Phil. << Tyme calmethall things. 2 35h 
Corn, No tyme quallifies 
my dolefull ſpyrits endles myſenes. 

” es is lyke a Rock, -" (ceaſcles) ſtrayne 
rings of water at my weep! eyes: 
Still Spy fk: by thoughts, ly lyke floods with winters rayne. 

For when to eaſeth 600 of my hart, : 
I breathe an Autumne forth of fiery fighes, 
Yet herewithall my paſsion neither dyes, 
Nordryes the heate the moyſture of mine eyes. .. 
Phil. Can nothing then recure theſe endleſle teares? 
Corn. Yes, newes of Ceſars death that medcyn beares, 


Phil. 


Gs +, 


CORNELFf A. 
Phil. Madam, beware, for ſhould hee heare ofthys; 
his wrath againſt yout'will exaſperate. 
Corn. I neither ſtand in feare ofhim nor his. 
Phil. T'is pollicie to feare a powretull hate. 
Corn. What can he dae? [ 
Phil. Madam what cannot men | 
that haue the powre to doe whiat pleaſeth them —« 
Corn. He can doe mee no miſchiefe that I dread. 
Phil. Yes, cauſe your death. 
Corn. Thriſe happy were I dead. 
Phil. With rigorous torments. 
Corn, Let himtorture mee. 
Pull me in peeces, famiſh, fire mee VP, 
Fling mee aliueinto a Lyons denn: 
There is no death fohardtarments mee fo, 
As his extreame Ng 1n our Woe, 
But if he will — then 
Depnue mewholy of the m_ of death ; 
For [| had died before the fall of Rome, 
And ſleptwith?P in the peaccfull deepes, 
Sauce rug tyue in hops to lee nk 
That Ceſars death{hall ſatisfie his wrong. 
CHORPYS.. 
© ROrtune in powre mperious, 
© Vs'd ore theworld and worldlings thus 
= totiranmize, 
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CORNELH. 
** When ghee bath beap's ber giftson ve, * 


ec '1awhy Sheeflies, (1161 


*© Her feete more ſwift thenis the winde, 


*© Are more inconStant in therr. kande | 
ths then Autumne- vlakts, vu 


*© Awomans shape, a womans minite, 6 


th  that{i " Lofts: 
*© Ore while shee bends ber angry browe,1: 


' 


*© Andof nolabour will allow. ) 1! 
66  Anotber. wbis, { 


« < She fleres againe, 1 know not bow, 


hy ry to begurle.: FFF 


© Fickle im our aduerſities; 211) ''} *1 

*« Andfickle when _ les 5:6) 

ee  chas ſcoffs'at vs: 

e «© That (bl lynd berſelfe) can bleare oar eyes, 
ec ' torrufbber ins 
© The Sunne that lends the earth bis wr 

e« Bebelde ber neuer ouey night - 

C6 LINE hecabredover 


©« But in the morrazy felloving, might ' 
T "Ire: /1 ?iperceine Gfidkind 


« < Shee bath not onely power andwil, : 


««T"abuſe the vulgar wantm Skill, 
£5 | wt when red - 


64 ToKmes arfd Clowxes doth eral ill, 


«© yyithout 
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ec  .. without reſift, 


©© Mischaunce that euery man abbors, 
©« 4nd cares for crowned Emperors 


T Sbee doth re{erue, 
<< As for the pooreſt labourers 
T that worke or Ftarue. 


_ *© The Merchant that for priuate gaine, 


*© Doth ſend bis Ships to paſſe the maine, 


ec vpon the sbore, 


e« Ty bope be shall bis wisb obtaine, 

64 doth thee adore, 
*©Ypon the ſea, or 0n the Land, 

© © PVhere health or wealth, or vines doe Fland, 


T thou cau$t doe much, 
* © And often belpSt the belples bande, 
A thy power ts ſuch, 


©© And many times (diſpos 'd to1e5t) 
© © GainFt one whoſe power and cauſe is beſt, 


ec (thy power to try,) 
«© T'o bim that n'ere put ſpeare 11 ret 
6c giu'Ft vittory. 


«© For ſo the Lybian Monarchy 
«© That with Auſonian blood did die 


T our warlike field, 
«© T'0 one that n'ere got vittorie, 
e « was vrgdto yeelde. 


Ks F.3 
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 ©*© Sonoble Marius, Arpins friend, 
*© That dyd the Latin ſtate defend 
os fr om Cymbrian rage, | 
© © Did prouc thy furie inthe end 


Fe which nought could ſwage. 
*© And Pompey whoſe dayes baply led, 
* © Solong — ſeem'dfi r'baue fauoured, 
ah in vazue t'is [ayd 
<< /Vben the Pharſalian field be led 

implor'd thine ayde. 
© Now Czlar ſwolne with bonors =” 
<C ""_ torizing mn ber ſeate, 
F -i%6x and will not ſee, 
96 HIOEY can ber bopes defeate 
6 what ere they 
© « From chaunce is nothing franchtzed. 
*< Andtill the time that they are dead, 
e« is no man ble$. 
© He onely that no death doth dread, 
6s, doth line at ref. 


be. 
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CORN ELT/M. 
ACTVS QVARTVS.. 


Caſo1u5. Decm Brutus. 

Ccurſed Rome, that arm'ſt againſt thy ſelfe 
A Tyrants rage, and mak'fta wretchthy King, © 
For one mans pleaſure (O inturions Rome,) 

Thy chyldren gainſt thy children thou haſt arm'd ; 
And thinkit not of the rwers of theyr bloode, 
That caiſt was ſhed to ſaue thy hbertie, 
Becauſe thou ever hatedſt Monarchie. 
Now o're our bodies (tumbled vp on heapes, __ 
Lyke cocks of Hay when Iuly ſheares £ held) _ if 
Thou buildſt thy kingdom, and thou ſeat'ſt thy King, 4 
And to be ſeruile, (which torments me moſt,) | 
Employeſt our lives, and awſheſt our blood. 7 
O Rome, (accurſed Rome) thou murireſt ys, ;I 
And maſvsacreſt thy ſelfe in yeelding thus, : 

Yet are there Gods, yet is there heauen and earth, 

That ſeeme to fearea certaine Thunderer, 38 

No, no, there are no Gods, or if there be, [2 

They leaue to ſee intothe worlds affurres ; I 

They care not for vs, nor account of men, 

For what we ſee is done, is done by chaunce. 

T'is Fortune rules, for equitie and right, 

Haue neither helpe nor grace in heauens fight. 


Scipio 
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Scipio hath wrencht a ſword into hys breſt, 
And launc'd hysblceding wound into the ſea. 
Vndaunted Cato, tore hys entrails our. 
Affranius and FauFtus murdred dyed. 
Iuba-and Petreus fiercely combatting, 
Haue each done other equal! violence. 
Our Army's broken, and the Lybian Peares 
Deuoure the bodies of our Cittizens. 
The conquering Tyrant, high in Fortunes grace, 
Doth ryde tryumphing o're our Common-wealth, 
And mourafull we behold him brauely mounted 
(With ſtearne lookes) in his Chariot, where he leades 
The conquered honor of the people yok't. 
So Rome to Ceſar yeelds both powre and pelfe, 

' Ando're Rome Ceſar raignes in Rome it ſelfe. 

But Brutus ſhall wee difſolutehie ſite, 


And ſee the tyrant liue to tyranize? 

Or ſhall theyr ghoſts that dide to doe vs good, 

Plaine in their Tombes of our baſe cowardile ? 

Shall lamed Souldiours, and graue gray-haird men, 
- Poyntat vs in theyr bitter teares, and ay, . 

See where they goe that haue theyr race forgot. 

And rather chuſe (ynarm'd)to ſerue with ſhame, 

Then (arm'd) to ſaue their freedom and their tame. 

Brutus. 


[ {weare by heauen, th' Immortals higheſt throne, 
"= BL Theyr 
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Their Temples, Altars, and theyr Images, 

To lce (forone,) that Brutus ſufter not 

His ancient liberty to be repreſt. 

[ freely marcht with Ceſar in hys warrs, 

Not to be ſubic>, but to ayde his right. 

But1f (enuenom'd with ambitious thoughts) 

He lyfc his hand imperiouſly o're vs, 

If he determyn bur to raigne in Rome, 

Or follow'd Pompey but to thys effect : 

Orif (theſe ciuilldiſcords now diſſolu'd) 

He render notthe Empyre back to Rome, 

Then ſhall he ſee,that Brutusthys day beares, 
The {clfe-ſame Armes to be aueng'd on hym. 
And thatthys hand (though Ceſar blood abhor,) 
Shall toylein his, which Iam ſorry for. — 

I loue, I loue him deerely. ** But theloue 

* © That men theyr Country and theyr birth-right beare, - 

** Exceeds ll loues, and deereris by farre 

*© Our Countries loue, then friends or chyldren are, 

Caſs1us. 

If this brauec care be nouriſht in your blood, ; 
Or iffo franck a will your ſoule poſlelle, w. 
Why haſt we not cuen while theſe words are vttred, 3 
To ſheathe our new-ground fwords inCeſars throate? 
Why ſpend we day-light, and why dies henot, 
That by his death we wretches may reuiuve? 

G Vee 
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We ſtay too-Jong, I burne till I be there 
To ſeethis maſſacre, and ſend his ghoſt 
To theyrs, whom (ſubtilly) he for Monarchie, 
Made fight to death with ſhow of liberty. 
Bru. Yet haply he (as Sylla whylom dyd,) 
When he hath rooted cmuill warre from Rome, 
Will there-withall diſcharge the powre he hath. 
Caſs. Ceſar and Sylla, Brutus be not like. 
Sylla (aſſaulted by the enemie) 
Did arme himſelfe (but io his owne defence) 
Againſt both Cynnas hoſt and Marius. 
Whom when he had diſcomfited and chas'd, 
And of his ſafety throughly was aflur'd, 
He layd apart the powre that he had got, 
And gaue vp rule, for he defier'd it not. 
Where Ceſar that in ſilence might haue ſlept, 
Nor vrg'd by ought but his ambition, 
Did breake into the hart of Italic. 
And lyke rude Brennus brought his men to field, 
Trauers'd the ſeas: And shortly after (backt 
With wintered ſouldiers vs'd to conquerinz,) 
He aym'd at vs, bent to exterminate, 
Who euec ſoughtto intercept his ſtate. _ 
Now, hauing got what he hath gaped for, 
(Deere Brutus) thinke you Ceſar ſuch a chyld, 


Slightly to part with ſo great ſignione. - 


Beheue 
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Belieue it not, he bought it deere you know, 
And traueled too farre to leaue it lo. 
Brut, But Caſ6ius, Ceſar is not yeta King, 
Caſ. No, but Dictator, in effetas much. 
He doth what pleaſeth hym, (a princely thing,) 
And wherein Ter they whoſe powreis ſuch? 
| Brutus, Hee is not bloody. 
Cafsius. But by bloody iarres 
he hath vnpeopled moſt part ofthe earth. 
Both Gaule and Afrique perriſht by his warres. 
Egypt, Ematlua, Italy and Spayne, ; 
Are fall of dead Va wes, 4. ſlayne, : 
Th'infetious plague,and Faminsbitternes, : A 
Orth'Ocean (whom no pitty can — A 
Though they containe dead bodies numberles, 
Are yet inferior to C.eſars rage. 
Who (monſter-like) wyth his ambition, | 
Hath left more Tombesthen ground to lay them on. 
Brut. Souldiers with ſuch reproch ſhould not be blam'd. 
Caſs. He with his ſouldiers hath himſelfe defam'd. 
Bru, Why then you thinke there is no praiſe in war. 
Caſs. Yes, where the cauſes reaſonable are. 
Bru, He hath enticht the Empire with newe ſtates, 
Caſt. Which with ambition now he ruinates. 
Bru. He hath reueng'd the Gaules old iniune, 
And madethem ſubie@ to our Romaine Lawes, 
G2 


Ca ſdins, 
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Caſsius. 
The reſtfull Almaynes with his crueltie, 
He raſhly ſtyrd againſt ys without cauſe. 


And hazarded our Cittie and our ſelues 
Againſt a harmeles Nation, kindly giuen, 


To whom we ſhould do well (for ſome amends,) 


To render him, and reconcile old frends. 
Theſe Nations did he purpoſely prouoke, 
To makean Armie = after-ayde, 
Againſt the Romains, whom in pollicie 
Hetrain'd in warre to ſteale theyr ſigniorie, 
*<© Like them that (ſtryuing at th'Olympian ſports, 
£ © Togracethemſclues with honor of he game) 
© Annoynttheyrſinewes fit for wreſtling, 
«© And (ere they enter) vie ſome exerciſe. 
The Gaules were but a fore-game fecht about 
For ciuill diſcord, wrought by Ceſars ſleights, 
Whom (to be King himlſelfe) he ſoone remou'd. 
Teaching a people hating ſeruitude, 
To fight for that that did theyr deaths conclude. 
Bru, The warrs once ended, we ſhall quickly know, 
Whether he will reſtore theſtate or11o. 
Caſ. No Brutus, neuer looketo ſee that day, 
For Ceſar holdeth ſigniorie too deere. 


But know, whule Caſoius hath one d rop of blood, : - 


To feede this worthles body that youlce, 


What 
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What reck I deatlito doe ſo manygood, 

In ſpite of Ceſar, Caftius will be free. 

Bru. A generous or true enobled ſpirit, | 
Deteſts to learne what tafts of ſeruitude. 

Caſs. Brutus I cannot ſerue norſeeRome yok'd, 
No, let me rather dyea thouſand deaths. 

<< The ſtiftneckt horſes champe not on the bit, 

«© Nor meckely bearethe rider but by force: 

«<< The ſturdie Oxen toyle notatthe Plough, 

«© Nor yeeld vnto the yoke but by conſtraint. 
Shall wethen that are men,and Romains borne, 
Submit vsto vnvrged flauerie ? 

Shall Rome that hath ſo many ouer-throwne, 
Now make herſelfe a ſubiet to her owne? 

O baſe indignitie. A beardles youth, 
Whom King Nicomedes could ouer-reach, 
Comma = the world, and brideleth all the earth, 
And like a Prince controls the Romuliſts. 
Braue Romaine Souldiers, ſterne-borne ſons of Mars, : 
And none,not one, that dares to yndertake 
The intercepting of histyrannie. 
O Brutus ſpeake, O ſay Seruilius, | 
Why cry you ayme, and lee vs vſed thus ? 

But Brutus liues, and ſees, and knowes, and feeles, 


Yet (as he were the ſemblance, not the ſonne, 
—k G3 


of 


That there is one that. curbs their Countries weale. 
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Of noble Brutus;,hys great Grandfather,) 
As ifhe wanted hands, ſence, fight, or harr, 
Hedoth, deuiſcth, ſees nor dareth ought, 
That may exſtirpe or raze theſe tyrannies. 
Nor ought doth Brutus that to Brute belongs, 
But ſtill increaſeth by his negligence, 
His owne difgrace,and Ceſars violence. 

The wrong is great, and ouer-long endur'd ; 
We ſhould haue pratized, conſpierd,contur'd, 
A thouſand waies, and weapons to repreſle, 
Or kill our-rightthis cauſe of our diſtreſſe. 


Chorus. 
«« VV Ho prodigatypencs bis blood, 


© DBrauelyto doe bis country good, - - 
© And liueth to no other end, 
© < But reſolutely to attempt 
«© VV hat may the innocent defend, 
© © Aud bloody T'yrants rage prenent; 


©© And be that in bis ſoule aſſur d, 

© © Hath waters force, and fire endur'd, 

©© AndpaFt the pikes of thouſand bo$tes, 

<6 T'o free the truth from tyraunie, 

* © And feareles ſcowres mn danger coats, 
«© T'cnlarge bis countries liberty, © ' © 


«« VPere all the world bis foes before, 
«© Now 5ball they loue him euer-more. 
* © His glory foal abroade by Fame, 
©© On wings of bis poSteritie, 


©« From obſcure death sball [free bis name, 


©<©To hue in endles memorie. 


e « All after ages sball adore, 
«© 4nd bonor by with 


«© Andyeerely in the Sommer ſin 
©© Ore bis beroique kingly Tomb: 


<< For ſo the two Athenians, 

© © That from their fellow citizens, 
&© Did freely chaſe vile ſermtude, 

«© Shall liue for valiant proweſſe bleſt. 
©&No Sepulcher Sball ere exclude, 

« © Their glorie equall with the beſt. 


©© But wben the vulgar, mad and rude, 
© © Repay good with ingratitude, 

© Hardly then they them reward: 

© © That to free them fro the bands 

©* Of a Tyrant, nere regard 


*© In what plight their perſon Slands. 
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bymnes therefore. 
© © Yeerely the youth for toy sball bring, 
© The fatreft flowers that grow in Rome. 


«« Foy 
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* © For bigh louc that guzdeth all, 

©<© V/Vhen be lets bis 45t wratb fall, 

T0 reuenge proud Diademg, 

«« VVith buge cares doth croſſe Kinge les, 
«© Rayſing treaſons in their Realmess 
* © By therr chyldren, friends or wines. 


© © Therefore he whom all men feare, 
<6 Feareth all men euery where. 

© Feare that doth engender bate, 

* © (Hate enforcing them thereto) 

«© Maketh many vnder-take, 

© © Many things they would not doe. 


© © O bow many mighty Kings 

*< Line in feare of petty things. 

©« For when Kings baue ſought by warrs, 
vY Stranger T ownes to baue o'retbrowne, 
©© They bane caught deſerued skarrs, 

«* Seeking that was not theyr owne. 


&« For no Tyrant commonly, 

«« Lywing ill, can kindly die. 

* © But eyther trayterouſly ſurprizd 
«© Doth coward poiſon quaile their breath, 
| ©© Ox their people baue deuis'd, 

«« Or their guarde to ſeeke their death, 
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«© He onely liues mo$t bapptbe, | 
< © That free and farre from maieStie, 
' © Can line content, altbough ynknowne : 
«© He fearing none, none fearing him. 
© © Medling with nothing but bis owne, 
© VVbile gazing eyes at. crownes grow dim. 


_ Mar. Anthonie, Wd 
Ceſar. O Rome that with thy pryde doſt ouer-peare, 
The worthicſt Cirties ofthe conquered wor 
Whoſe honor got by famous victories, ' 
Hath fild heauens fierie vaults with frightfull horror. 
Olofty towres, O ſtately battlements, '_ 
 Oglorioustemples, O proude Pallaces, - 
And you braue walls, bright heauens maſonrie, 
Grac'd with a thouſand kingly diadems. | 
Are yee not ſtyrred with aſtrange delight, 
To ſee your Ceſars matchles victories? i; 
And how your Empire and your praiſe begins ' 
Through fame, which hee of ſtranger Nations wins? | || 
O beautious Tyber, with thine cafie ſtreames,  _ | 3 
Thatglide as ſmothly as a Parthian ſhaft ; | 
Turne not thy criſpie tydes like filuer curle, 
Backe to thy graſſ-greene bancksto welcom ys? 
And with agentle murmure haſt to tell 
The foming Seas the honour of our fight? : 
H. Trudge 
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Trudge not thy ſtreames to-Trytons Mariners 
To bruite the prayles of our. conqueſts paſt ? 
And make theyr yaunts to old Oceanus, 
That hence-forth Tyber ſhall ſalute the ſeas, 
More fam'd then Tyger or fayre Euphrates? 
Now all the world (wel-nye) doth ſtoope to Rome. 
| Theſea;theearth, and all is almoſt ours. 
© Beit where the bright Sun-with his neyghbor beames, 
Doth-ear ly light the Pearled Indians. - - 
Or where his Chariot ſtaies to ſtop the day, 
Tyll heauen vnlock the darknes of the night. 
Be'it where the Sea'is wraptin Chriſtall Ile, 
Or where the Sommerdoth but warme the carth. 
Or heere, or there, where 1s-not Rome renownd ? 
Therelyues no King, (how great ſoe'rehebe,) 
But trembleth ifhe once but heare of mee. 
Ceſar is now earths fame, arid Fortunesterror, 
And Ceſars worth harh ſtaynd old ſouldiers prayſes. 
Rome, ſpeake no more of eyther Scipio, 
Nor of the Faby, or Fabrittans, 
Heereletthe Decy and theyrglory die. 
Ceſar hath tam'd more Nations, tane more Townes, 
And fought more batrailesthenthe beſt of them. 
Ceſar dothitryumph ouer all the world, 
Andallthey ſcarcely conquered a nooke. 
The Gaulesthat came to Tiber to caroule, 


Dyd 
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Dyd live to ſeemy fouldiers drinke at Loyre; 

And thoſe braue Germains, true borne Martialiſts, 
Beheld the ſwift Rheyn vader-run mine Enſignes;  . 
The Brittaines (lockt within a watry Realme, 
And wald by Neptune,) ſtoopt to mee at laſt. 

The faithles Moore, the fierce Numidian, 
Th'earth that the Euxine ſea makes ſomtymes marſh, 
The ſtony-harted people that inhabite | 
Where ſeau'nfold Nilus doth diſgorge it ſelfe, 
Haue all been'vrg'd to yeeld to my commaund. 
Yea, cuen this Cittie that hath almoſt made 
An vniuerſall conqueſt ofthe world. | 
And that braue warrier my brother in law, 
That (ill aduis'd) repinedat myglory, 
Pompey that ſecond Mars, whoſe haught renowne | 
A of noble deeds, were greaterthen his fortunes. 
Proou'd to his loſſe but euenin one aſſault 

My hand, my hap, my hart exceeded his ; 
When the Theſſalian fields were purpled ore 
With eyther Armies murdred ſouldiers goe. 
When hee (to conquering accuſtomed,) 
Did (conquered) flie, his troopes diſcomforted. 
Now Scpto, that long'd to ſhew Finaſelf 
Diſcent of Aﬀerican,(lo fam'd for Armes) 
He duſt affront me and my warlike bands, 


Vpon the Coaſtes of Lybia, till he loſt Th 
H 2 _ His 
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His ſcattred Armue : andto-ſhunthe ſcorne 
Of being taken capriue, kild himfele.> 

Now therefore let vsxryumph Anthony. | 


And rendring thanksto heauen as we goc 


For brideling thoſe that dyd maligne our glory, 


Lets tothe Capitoll, _ 

Antb. Come on braue Ceſar, 

And crownethy head, and mount thy Chariot. 
Th'1mpatient people runne along the ſtreets, 
And jnaroute againſtthy gates they ruſhe, 

To (ce theyr Ceſar after dangers palt, 

Made Conqueror and Emperor at laſt. 

Ceſar. I call to witnes heauens great Thunderer, 
Thatgainſt my will I have maintaind this warre, 
Northirſted I for conqueſts bought with blood. 
Lioy not inthe death of Citizens, 

But through my ſelfe-wild enemies deſpight, 
An1Romains wrong, was I conſtraind to fight. 

Anth. They ſought r'eclipſe thy fame, but deſtinie 
Reuers'd th'eftect of theyr ambition. 

And Caſars prayſe increafd by theyr diſgrace 
That reckt not of his vertnous deeds: Bur thus 
We ſee it fareth with the enuious. | 

_ . Ceſar. Incuer had the thought to iniure them. 

HowbeitI never mearit my greatnes ſhould, 

| By any others greatnes be o're-ruld. | 
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For as I aminferior to none, 
So can Iſuffer no Superiors. 
Anth. Well Ceſar, now they are diſcomfited, - 
And Crowes are feaſted with theyr carcaſes. 
And yet I feare you haue too kindly ſau'd 
' Thoſe, that your kindnes hardly will requite. 
Ceſ. Why Anthony, what would you wiſh mee doe ? 
Now ſhall you lee that they will pack to-Spaine, | 
And (ioyned withthe Exiles there encampr,) 
Vnrill th'ill ſpyrit that doth them defend, 
Doe bring their treaſons to a bloody end. 
Anth: I feare notthoſe thatto theyr weapons flye, 
And keepetheyr ſtate in Spaine, in Spaine to die. 
Czſ. VVhonwfear'ſt thou then Mark Anthony ? 
Anth. The hatefull crue, 
 Thatwanting powre in fielde to conquer you, 
Haue in theyr coward ſoules deuifed {nares 
To murder thee, and: take thee atynwares. 
Ceſar. VVill thoſe conſpire my death that live by mee? 
Anth. In conquered foes what credite can there be? 
Ceſar. Beſidestheyr lives, I did theyr goods reſtore. = 
Anth, O but theyr Countries good concerns them more, 
Ceſar. What, thinke they mee to be their Countries foe 2. 
Anth, No,but that thou vſurp'ſt the right they owe. 
Ceſar. To Rome have I ſubmitted mighty things. * 
Anth, Yet Rome endures notthe commaund of Kings. 
Wy 5 Ceſar, 
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Cf. Who daresto contradi our Emporic ? 


Anth. Thoſe whom thy rule hath rob'd of liberty. 


| Ce/.I fearethem not KY death is but deferd. 
Arth, I feare my foe vntill he be interd. 


Cej. A man may make his foe his friend you know. 
Antb, A man may eaſier make bis friend his foe. - 
Cej. Good deedsthe cruelſt hart to kindnes bring, 


Anth, But reſolution is a deadly thing, 
Ceſ. It Cittizens my kindnes haue forgot, 
whom ſhall I mak not feare ? 
Anth, Thoſe that are not. 
Ceſ. Whar, ſhall Iſlay them all thatI ſuſpe? 
Anh. Elscannot Colors Emporie endure. 
Ceſ. Rather I will my lyfe and all neglect. 
Nor labour I my vaine life to aſſure. 
Burſorodic, asd ing I may liue, 
And leauing offthis earthly as of myne, 
Aſcend to _— ypon my winged ae" 4 
And ſhall Inot haue lived long enough 
That in ſo ſhort a time am ſo much fam'd ? 
Can I too-ſoone goetaſte Cocytus flood? 
No Anthony, Death cannot iniure vs, 
£*For he "the long that dyes victorious. 
Anthony. 


* Thy prayſes ſhow thy life is long enough, 
Bur for thy friends and Country all too-ſhort, 


Should 
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Should Ceſar lyue as long as NeFtor dyd, 
Yet Rome may wiſh his life eternized. 
Ceſar. 
Heauen ſets our time, with heauen may nought dif pence, 
Anth, But we may ſhorten time with negligence. 
| Ce|. But Fortune andthe heauens haue care of ys. 
Anth. Fortune 1s fickle, Heauen ImPperious.. 
Ceſ. VVhat ſhall Ithen doe? 
Antb. As befits your ſtate, 
Maintaine a watchfull guard about yourgate. 
C:cſ. VVhat more aflurance may our ſtare Fhend 
Then loue of thoſe that doe oa ys attend ? 
Antb, There is no hatred moreif it bemou'd;. - 
Then theirs whom we offend, and once belou'd, 
Ceſ. Better it is to die then be ſuſpitious; 
Antb. T'is wiſdom yet not tv be credulous, 
Ce{ar. 
The quiet life that careleſly is ledd, 
I: not alonely happy in this world; 
But Death it ſelfe 15 ſometime pleaſure VS. 
That death that cumes vnſent for or vnſeene, 
And ſuddainly doth take vsat ynware, 
Mee thinks is (weeteſt ; And if heauen were pleas'd, 
I could defire thatT might die ſo well. 
The feare of euill doth afflict vs more, 
Thea th'euill it ſelfe, thought be nere lo lore, 


- ——z 


A 


CORNELL. 


A Chorus of Czfars friends. 


'©, Faire Sunne that gentlie ſmiles, 
From the Orient-pearled Iles, 
Guilding theſe our L45y- "20 dnes, 
VVith the beautie of thy rayes : 


Free fro rage of ciuill ſtrife, 
| Longpreſerue our Czlars life. 


T hat fromſable Affrique brings, 
Conque$ts whereof Europe rings. 


And faire Venus thou of whom 
The Eneades are come, 

| Hencefortb vary not thy grace, 
Fromlulus bappyrace. 


Rather cauſe thy deereFi ſonne, 
By his bs new begun, 


Toexpell fro forth the Land, 
Firce warrs quencbles fire-brand. 


T hat of care acquitting vs, 
(V'Vho at laft adere bim thus) 
He apeacefull Flarre appeare, 


From our walls all woes to cleere. 
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And (o let bis warlike browes, 

Still be deckt with Lawrel boughes, 
And his ſtatues new ſet 

VVith many a fresb-flowrd Coronet. 


So, m euery place let be, 


FeafFts, and Masks, and mirtbfull glee, 
Strewing Roſes in the Ftreete, 
VV hen therr Emperor they meete. 


He bis foes bath conquered, 


Neuer leauing till they fled, 
And (abborring blood,) at lat 
Pardon'dall offences padt. 


«© For bigb Ioue the beauens among, 


«©< (Their ſupport that ſuffer wrong,) 


© © Doth oppoſe bimſelfe agen 
«© Bloody minded cruell men. 


«© For be shortneth their dayes, 
*©Or prolongs them with diſpraiſe : 
© © Or (bis greater wrath to show,) 
«© Giues them ouer to their foe. 


Czar, aCittizen ſo wrong'd | 


Of the bonor him belong d, _ : 4 ap 
| [. To 


T o defend bimſelfe from barmes, 
VV as enforc'dtotake vp Armes. 


For be [aw that Enutes dart, 
(Pricking ſtill their poyſoned bart, 
For bis ſuddaine glory got,) 

Made bis enttons foe ſo bote. 


VVicked Enme feeding ſtill, 
Fooltsh thoſe that doe thy will. 
For thy poyſons in them poure 
Sundry paſstons euery boure. 


And to choller doth conuart, 

PureSt blood abont the hart. 

VVhich (ore-flowing of their bref) 
Suffreth nothing to dige$t, 


© Other mens proſperitie, 

&« I's ther mfelicitie. 

© 4d their cboller then is rats'd 

©< Vhen they beare anotber prats d, 


«« Neither Phoebus faireFt eye, 
«© Feasts, nor friendly company, 


«© Mirth, or what ſo-e're it be, \ 
*« VVith their bumor can agree. - 


'% 


Dy 
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© © Day or night they neuer refl, _ 
* © Sp1ghtfull bate ſo pecks their breft. 
* © Pinching their perplexed lunges, 
*© V'Vith ber fiery poyſoned tongues. 


©© Fire-brands in their brefFts they beare, 
*© As if Teliphon were there. 

<< 4nd their fas are pierc'd as ſore 

*© As Prometheus gho$t, and more. 


© © 'Vretches, they are wee-begone, 
© For therr wound is alwaies one. 

* + Nor bath Chyron powre or skll, 
To recure them 'of their ill 


ACTVS QVIN TVs. 
The Meſienger. Cornelia, 
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Chorus. 


Meſenger. 
Nhappy man, among{t ſo many wracks 
As I haue ſuftred both by Land and Sea, - 
That ſcorneful deſtinie denyes my Seth. 
Of haue I ſeene the ends of ermen, - ' © * 
Whoſe coates of ſteele baſe Death hath ſtolne into. ©... 


And in thys dircful warre beforemie eyes, — 7 
Beheld 


I > 


CORNELL. 


Beheld theyr corles (cattred on the plaines, 
And 42" numbers falling by my fide, 
Nor thoſe ignoble, bur the mbleſt1 Lords. 
Mongſt whom aboue the reſt that moues me moſt, 
Scipio (my deereſt Maiſter) is deceas'd. 
Ard Death that ſees the Nobles blood fo rife, 
Full-gorged triumphes, and difdaines my | a 
Corn, Ie are yndone. 
Chor. Scipio hath loſt the day, 
But hope the beſt, and harken to his newes. 
Corn, O cruell fortune. 
Meſſ. Theſe mil-fortues yet 
muſt I report to fad Cornelia. 
Whole ceaſeles griefe (which I am forry for) 
Will agrauate my former milery. 
Corn. wretck that Tam, why leaue I'nat the world? 
Or wherefore am I not already dead ? 
O world, O wretch: 
Chor. Is this & 'yndaunted hart 
that is required in extremities ? 
Be more confirmd. And Madam, let not griefe 
abuſe your wiſdom lyke a vulgar wit. 
Haplythe newes is 4g then the noyle, 
| Let's hearchim ſpeake. h 
Corn. © no, for all is loſt... ' 
| FarwelldeereFather. 1. 
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Chor. Hee is ſau'd perhaps. _ 
Meſs. Me thinks I heare my Maiſters daughter ſpeake. 

What ſighes, what ſobs, what plaints, what paſsions 
haue we cadurde Corneliator your lake ? F 
Corn. Where is thine Emperor? 
Meſs. Where our Captames are; 
Where are our Legions? Where our men at Armes? 
Or where ſo many of our Romaine loules ? 
The earth, the ſea, the vultures and the Crowes, 
Lyons and Bearesare theyr beſt SO. 
Corn, O miſerable. 70: i 14. 001 
Chor. Now I ſee the heauens, '+ | - 
arc heapt with rage and hotrargainſtthis houſe. 
Corn, O earth, why op'ſtchou not? '- 1 
Chor. Why walle youlo? | | 
Aſſure your ſelfe that Scipio Lenin tabs, 
And hy a death excels a ſeruile life. 
Say Meſſenger, -, TRE bl 
The manner of his end 
will haply comfortthis your diſcontent, - 
+ Corn. Diſcourſe the manner, of hishard miſhap, 
And whatdiſaſtrous accident did breake, - 
So many p__ bent ſo much to fight, 
er. 
Ceſar, that whe "dts his ſquldiers harts, 


An their deſire to beapproou 'din Armes, 
l. 3. Sought 


Anſ 
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ht nothing more then to encouttter vs, 
therefore (faintly skyrmiſhing) in craft, | 


Lamely they fought, to draw.vs further on, 


Ott (to prouoke'our watis wel-raught troopes) 


He would attempt the entrance on ourbarrs. 

| Nay,cucnour Trenches, toour great diſgrace, 
And call our fouldiers cowardsrotheyrface. 
But when he ſaw his wiles not bitter words, - 


Could draw our Captainesto endanger vs, - 

Coaſting along and following bythe foote, — Þ- -' 
He thought to tyre and weane vs frochence. * ( 
And gothys willing hoſts tomarch by night, ©. |. 


Wichheauy Armor on they 


rhatdned backs, 


Downe to the Sea-ſide j Where'before faire T'apſus,  : 
He made his Pyoners (poore weary ſoules)s vii) \' ur 


The (elfe-lame 


day;to dig and caſt new Trenches, 


And plant ſtrong Barricades Where he (encampt) 
Reſolu'd by forceto hold vs hard at work;i-''>1// ©: 1 
Scipio, no ſaonerheard of his defignes, 776 int 
But being afeard ro boſe fit a placez #( (i 


Marchtontheſalldaineidthe ſelfe-lame Girtiesi.. 
Where few ten mielit ob&much,; whick»matle hint {ee 


Of whatim 


O 


ſacha Towne would be, |. 


The fields are pred, and as a houſhold Campe 


Of creeping Emmets, in a Countrey 


Farmey 17.54) 


That come to forrage whenthe-cold begisr * \, 


Leauing 
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Leauing theyr crannyes'to goeſtatch about, - 
Couer the earth ſo thicke, as (ſcarce we tread 
But we ſhall ſee athouſand of them dead. 

Euen ſo our battails (cattred on the: fands, 
Dyd ſcoure the plaines in purſuite of the foe. 

One whileat Tapſus we begin t'entrench, 

Tocaſcous Army fit ſhould retyre.. ., . 

Another white we ſoftly ally toorch.. - + + 

And wakefull Ceſar that doth watch our being, 


(When he perceiues vs marching o'rethe plane,) | 


Doth leape for gladnes. And. (tro murder yow'd) 
Runnesto the Tent for feare we ſhould be gone, 
And quickly chaps his ruſtte Armour'on, 
For true it is, that Ceſar brought at firſt,,, _ | 
An hoſte of men to Aﬀrique, meanely Arm'd, 
Bur ſuch ashad brave ſpicits, and (combatting) 
Had powre and wit to make a wretch a King, 
Well, forth to rel thay marched allat once, :_ 
Except ſatnle fewethiat ſtayd toguardthe Trench. 
Them Ceſarfoneand (ubt'ly ſets in ranke.. - 
And cuery Regiment:(warn'd with a worde | 
Brauely to fighe for-honarof che day,) i; 
He ſhowesthat auncientſouldjers need not. feare, 
Them that they had ſo oft diſordered.. 
Them thatalready dream'd of demth or flight. 


That tyer'd, would nere hold out, if once they lee 


That 
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That they o're-layd cthemin the firſt aſſault. 
Meane-whule our Emperor (atall poyntsarm'd) 

Whoſe filuer hayres and honorable front, 

Were (warlike) lockt within a plumed caske, - 
In one hand held his Targe of tcele emboſt, 
Andin the other graſpt his Coutelas : 

And with a cheerefull looke ſurueigh'd the' Cam pe. 

Exhorting them to charge,and fight like men, 

And to endure what cre betyded them. 

For now (quoth he) is come that hap pie day, 
Wherein our Countrey ſhall a proue our loue. 
Braue Romains know, this is {by day and houre, 
That we muſt all live free, or friendly die. 


For my part (being an auncient Senator,) 


An Emperorand Conſul, I diſdaine 

The world ſhould ſee meto become a ſlaue. 

Ile cyther conquer, or this {word you ſee, 

(Which brightly ſhone) ſhall make an end of me. 
We fight not we like thicues, for others wealth. | 

We fight not wet'enlarge our skant confines, '* 

To purchaſe fameto our polterities, |... 

By fuffing of ourtropheicsintheir houſes. 3 

But t'is for publi ue freedomthaywe hght, . 

For Rome we fight, and thoſe that fled for feare. 
Nay more, we fight for fafetie of our lyues, :.; .: 
Our goods, our honors, and our auncientlawes. 


As 
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As for the Empire, and the Romaine ſtate 

(Due tothe victor) thereon ruminate. 

Thinke how this day the honorable Dames, 

With blubbred eyes,and handes to heauen vprear'd, 

Sit inuocating for vsto the Gods, 

That they will bleſſe our holy purpoſes. 

MethinksI ſee poore Rome in horror clad, 

And aged Senators in fad diſcourſe, 

Mourne for our ſorrowesand theyr ſeruitude. 

Methinks I ſeethem (while lamenting thus) 

Theyr harts andeyes lye houering over ys. 
friends, 


On then braue men, my fellowes and Romes 
To ſhew vs worthy of our aunceſtors: 
And let vs fight with courage and conceite, 
That we may reſt the Maiſters of the field: 
That this braue Tyrant valiantly beer, 
May perriſh in the preſle before our faces. 
And that his troopes (as tucht wyth lightning flames) 
May by our horſe, in heapes be ouer-throwne, 
And he (blood-thirſting) wallow in his owne. 
Thys fayd ; His Army crying allat once, 
With ioyfull tokens did applaude his ſpeeches. _ 
V'Vhoſe ſwift ſhrill noyſe did pjerce into the clowdes, 
Lyke Northern windes that beate the horned Alpes. 
The clattring Armour buskling asthey paced, 
Ronge throughthe Forreſts with a frightfull _ 
K. 
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And eueryEcchotooke the Trompets clange. 
When (like a tempeſt rais'd with whire-winds rage, ) 
They ranne at cuer-cach othet hand and foote. 
Where-with the duſt, as witha darklome clowde, 
Aroſle, and ouer-ſhadowed horle and man. * 
The Darts and Arrowes on theyr Armour glaunced, 
And with theyr tall the trembling cath was ſhaken. 
The ayre (thatthickned with theyr thundring cryes,) 
With pale wanne clowdes diſcoloured the Sunne, 
The fire in ſparks fro forth:theyr Armour flew, ! 
And witha duskiſh yellow; chokt the heauevs. 
The bartels lockt; (with bnſtle-poynted ſpeares) 
Doe at the halfe pyke freely charge each other, 
And daſh tugether like two luſtie Bulls, " 
That (tealous of fome Heyfar inthe Heard,)- . 
Runne head to head, and (ſullen) wil not yeeld, 
" Tilldeador fled, the one forlake the field. 

The ſhyuered Launces (ratling in the ayre,) 
Fly forth as thicke as moatesaboutthe Sunne : 
When with theyr ſwords (fleſht with the former fight,) 
They hewe their Armour, and they cleaue their casks, 
Tillſtreames.of blood, like Rivers fill the Downes. 
That being infected with. theſtenchthereof 


Surcloyes the ground, and ofa Cham pant Land, 
Makes if aQuagmire, where (kneedeepe) they ſtand. 
Blood-thirſtic Diſcord,with herſnakie hayre, | 


A fear- 
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A fearfull Hagge, with fier-darting eyes, 

Runnes crofle the Squadrons with a ſmokie brand : 

And with her murdring whi encourageth 

The ouer-forward hands, to Lk and death. 
Bellona fiered witha quenchles rage, 

Runnes vp and downe, andinthe thickeſt throng, 2 

Cuts, caſts the ground, and madding makes a poole, 
Which in her rage, free paſſage aftord, 

That with our blood ſhe may annoynther ſword, 
Now we of our fide, vrgethem to retreate, - | 

And nowe beforethem, we retyre as faſt. 

Asonthe Alpes the ſharpe Nor-North-eaſt wind, 

Shaking a Pynetreewiththeyr greateſt powre, 

One while the top doth almoſt touchthe earth, 

And then it riſeth witha counterbuffe. 

So did the Armies preſſe and charge each other, 

With (elfe-ſame courage, worth and weaponsto ; . 

And prodigall of lite for libertie, 

With burning hate let cach at other flie. 
Thryce did the Cornets of the ſouldiers (cleerd,) A 

Turne to the Standerd to be newe ſupplyde; | 

And thrice the beſt of both was faine to breathe. 

And thrice recomforted they brauely ranne, 

And fought as freſhly as they firſt beganne. 
Like two fierce Lyons fighting in aDeſart, 

To winne the loue of ſome faire Lyoneſle, 
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Whenthey haue vomitedtheyr long-growne rage, 
And prouu'd each others force ſutficient, 
Paſſant regardant ſoftly they retyre. - 
Theyriawbones dy'd with foming fruth and bloud. 
Their lungs like ſpunges, ramm'd within their ſides, 
Theyr tongues diſcouerd,and theyr tailes lo ng trailing, 
TWll icalous rage (engendered with reſt, 
Returnes them ſharper ſetthen at the firſt ; 
And makesthem couple when they ſec theyr prize, 
With briſtled backs, and fire-ſparkling eyes, 
Tyll tyer'd or conquer'd, one ſubmits or flyes. 
Ceſar, whole kinglike lookes like day-bright ſtarrs, 
Both comfort and encourage his to fight, 
Marche throughthe battaile (laying ftillabout him.) 
And ſubt'ly markt whoſe hand was happieſt. 
Who nicely did but dyp his ſpeare inblood, 
And who more roughly ſmear'd it to his fiſte. 
Who (ſtaggering) fell with cuery feeble wound, 
And who (more ſtrongly) pac'd it through the thickeſt, 
Him he enflam'd,and ſpur'd,and fild with horror. 
As when Alefto inthe loweſt hell, 
Doth breathe new heate within OreFtes breſt, 
Till out-ward rage with inward griefe begins, 
 Afﬀreſhremembrance of our former 11ns. 
For then (as if prouokt with pricking goades,) 
Theyr warhke Arrhics, (faſt lockt foote to foote,) = 
| 3d Stooping 
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Stooping their heads low bentto toſle theyr ſtaues, 
They fiercely open both Battalions, 
Cleaue, breake, and raging tempeſt-like o're-turne, 
What e're makes head to meet them in this humor. 
Our menat Armes (in briefe) begin to flye. 
And neither prayers, intreatic, nor example 
Of any oftheyr leaders left aliue, 
Had powreto ſtay them in this ſtrange carrier. 
Strag/ing, as in the faire Calabrian fields, 
VVhen Wolues for hunger ranging frothe wood, 
Make forth amoneſt the flock, that ſcattered flyes 
Before the Shepheard, that reſiſtles lyes, 
Corn. O cruell fortune. 
Meſs. None reſiſting now, 
the field was fild with all confuſhon, 
of murder, death, and direfull maſlacres. 
The feeble bands that yet were left entyre, 
Had moredeſireto fleepe then ſecke for ſpoyle. 
| No place was free from ſorrow, euery where 
Lay Armed men, ore-troden with theyr horſes. 
Diſmembred bodiesdrowning in theyr blood, 
And wretched heapes lie mourning of theyr maimes. 
V'Vhoſle blood, as from a ſpunge, or bunche of Grapes 
Cruſht in a V Vine-preſle, guſherh out fo faſt, 


As with the ſight doth make the ſound agaſt. 
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Some ſhould you ſee that had theyr heads halfe clouen, 


And on the earth theyr braines lye trembling, 
Here one new wounded, hel ps another dying, 

Herelay an arme, and there a leg lay ſhiuer'd. 

Here horle and man Ci for mercy cryde, 

With hands exſtended to the merciles. 

That ſtopt theyr cares, and would not heare a word, 

But putthem all (remorceles) to the ſword. 
He that had hap to ſcape, doth helpea freſh, 
To re-enforcethe ſide wheron he leru'd. 
Bur ſeeing that there the murdring Enemie, 
Peſle-meſle, purſued them like aſtorme of hayle, 
They gan retyre where Juba was encampt ; 
But there had Ceſar cfiloones "ale: 
So that diſpayring to defend themſelues, 

They layd alide | Ju0 Armour,and atlaſt, 

Oftred to yeeld vnto the enemy. 

Whoſe ſtony hart, that nere dyd Romaine good, 

V Vould melt with nothing buttheyr deereſt blood. 
And Scigiom Father, | 

when he beheld 

His people fo diſcomfited and ſcomn'd. 

When he percciu'd the labour profitles, 

To ſecke by new encouraging his men, 

To come vponthem with a freſh alarme. 

And when "a law the enemies purſuite, 


To 
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To beate them downe as fierce as thundring flints, 
And lay them leuell with the charged earth, 
Lykeeares of Corne with rage of windie ſhowres, 
Their batrailes (cattred, and their Enſignes taken. 
And (to conclude) his men diſmayd to fee, 
The paſlage choakt with bodies of the dead ; 
(Inceſſancly lamentingtlextreame loſle, 
And ſoulpirable death ofſo braue ſouldiers.) 
He ſpurrs his horſe, and (breaking through the preſſe) 
Trots to the Hauen, where his ſhips he finds, 
And hopeles truſteth tothe truſtles windes. 
Now had he thought co haue ariu'd in Spayne, 
To raiſe newe forces; and returne to field. 
But as one miſchiefe drawes another on, 
Aſuddaine tempeſt takes him by the way, 
And caſts him vp neereto the Coaſts of Hyppon. 
Where th'aduerſe Nauie ſent to ſcoure the ſeas, 
Did hourely keepe their ordinary courle ; 
Where ſeeing himſelfe at anchor ſlightly ſhipt, 
Beſieg'd, betraide by winde, by land, by ſea, 
_ (Allraging mad to rig his better Veſſels, 
The little while this naual conflict laſted),) 
Behold his owne was fiercely ſet vpon. 
Which being ſore beaten, till it brake agen, 


Ended the liues of his beſt fighting men.. 


There 
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There did the remnant of our Romaine nobles, 


Dye brauely, with their fauchins in their fiſts, 
Then Scipo, (that ſaw his ſhips through-galle 
And by the foe fulfild withfire and blood, 


Before the foe, and in theyr Captaines preſence 


d, 


His people put to ſword, Sea, Earth and Hell, 


And Heauenitfelfe coniur'd to iniure him,) 


Looking ypon his weapon dide with blood, 
Sighing he ſets it to his breſt, and ſaid : 
Since all our hopes are by the Gods beguil'd, 
What refuge now remaines for my diltreſle, 
But thee my deereſt nere-deceiuing (word ? 
Yea, thee my lateſt fortunes firmeſt hope. 
By whom Iam aflurde this hap to haue, . 
That being free borne, I ſhall not dic aſlaue. 
Scarce had he ſaid, but cruelly reſolu'd, 
He wrencht it tothe 


VVhere-with heſtagg 
- Tohaveembrac'd him. But he (beeing afraid 
T'attend the mercy ofhis murdring foe, 


Thar ſtil purſued himand oppreſt his ſhips,) 


Stepts tothe Poope, and witha princely viſage 


mmel through his ſides, 


That fro the wound the ſmoky blood ran bubling, 
red; AndI ſteptto him 


| Crawldtothe Deck, and yfe with death to eale, 
Headlong he threw himſelfe into the ſeas. 
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O cruell Gods, O heauen, O direfull Fates, 
O radiant Sunne that ſlightly guildſt our dayes, 
O night ſtarrs, full of infelicities, 
Otr ple titled Heccat Queene and Goddeſle, 
Bereaue my lyte, or lyuing ſtrangle me. 
Confound me quick, or let me finckto hell, 
Thruſt me fro forth the world, that mongſt the ſpirits - 
Thi'infernall Lakes may ring with my laments. 
O miſcrable, deſolate, diſtresful wretch, 
Worne with miſhaps, yet in miſhaps aabounding, | 
What ſhall I doe, or aches 
To venge this out-rage, or reu cans alt 
Come wrathfull Furies with your Ebon locks, 
And feede yourſelues with mine cnflamed blood. 
Ixtons torment, Syliph' 5 roling ſtone, 
And th'Eagletycring on Prometbeus, 
Be my etervall rasks ; That th'extreame fire, 
Within my hart, may from my hart retyre. 
I ſuffer more, more ſorrowes I endure, 
Then all the Captiues in th'infernall Court. 
O troubled Fate, O fatall miſery, 
That vnprouoked, deal'ſt ſo partiallie. 
| 
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Say freatfull heauens, what fault haue I committed, 

Or wherein could mine innocence oftend you, 
When (being but young) I loſt my firſt loue Crcſius ? 
Or wherein did I merrite ſo much wrong, 

Toſce my ſecond husband Pompey ſlayne? 

But monzgſt the reſt, whathorrible oftence, 

What hatefull thing (vathought of ) haue I done, 
That in the midſt ofthis my mournfull ſtate, 
Nought but my Fathers death could expiate ? 


| Thy deathdeere Scipio, Romeseternalllolle, 


Whole bopetull life preſeru'd our happines. 
Whoſe filuer haires encouraged the weake. 
Whoſe reſolutions did confirme the reſt. / 
Whoſe ende , ith it hath endedall my ioyes, 
O heauensat leaſt permit, of all theſe plagues, 
That may figiſhthe Cataſtrophe. 
Sithinthis widdow-hood, of all my hopes 
I cannot looke for further happines. 

For both my husbands and my Father gone, 
VVhat hauelI els to wreak your wrath vpon. 
Now as for happy thee, to whom ſweet Death, 
Hath giuen bleſſed reſt forlifes bercamng, . 

O enuious Tulia, in thy icalous hart 


Venge not thy wrong vpon Cornelia. 
But ſacred ghoſt, appeaſe thine ire, aud (ce 


My 
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My hard miſhap in marrying after thee. 

O ſee mine anguiſh ; Haplic ſeeing it, 
T'will moue compalſsion 1n thee of my paines: 
And vrge thee (it thy hart be not of flynt, 
Or drunck with rigor,) to repent thy ſelfe ; 
That thou enflam'dſt fo cruell a revenge 
In C.eſars hart, vpon ſo ſlight a caulc. 
And mad 'ſt him raiſe ſo many mournfuli Tombes, 
Becauſe thy husband did reuwe the lights 
Ofthy forſaken bed ; (Vnworthely) 
Oppoling ofthy freatfull1eloſte, 
Gainſt his miſhap,as it my helpe had bin, 
Or as if ſecond marriage were a fin. 

V Vas neuer Citty where calamitie, 
Hath ſoivur'd with ſuch ſorrow as inthus. 
VVas neuerſtate wherein the people ſtood 
So careles of their conquered hbertie, 
And careful of anothers tiranny. 

O Gods, that earſt of Carthage tooke ſome care, 

E Which'by our Fathers (pittiles) was ſpoyl'd. 

hen thwarting Deſtinie, at Afrique walls 
Did topſide turuey turne their Common-wealth, 
V Vhen forcefull weapons fiercely tooke away, 
Their ſouldiers (ſent ro nounſh vp thoſe warrs.) 


VVhen (fierd) their golden Pallacesfell downe. 0 
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When through the ſlaughter th'Afrique ſeas were dide, 

And lacred Temples quenchleſly enflam'd. 

Now is our haples time of hopes expired. 

Then fatiſ-fie your ſelues with this revenge, 

Content to count the ghoſts of thoſe great Captains, 
Which (conquered) periſhtby the Romaine ſwords. 

The Hannons,the Amilcars, Aſdrubals, 

Eſpecially, that proudeſt Hanniball, | 

at made the fayre Thralymene ſodezart. 

For euen thoſe fields that mour'd to beare their bodies, 
Now (loaden)groaneto feele the Romaine corles. 
Theyr carth we purple orc, and ontheyr Tombes 
We heape our bodies, equalling theyr ruine. 

| Andas a Scipio did reverſe theyr powre, 

They haue a Scipio to reuenge them on. 

Weepe therefore Roman Dames, and from henceforth, 
Valing your Criſtall eyes to your faire bofoms, | 
Raine ſhowres of greefe ypon your Roſe-like cheeks, 
Anddewe your elues with ſpringrides of your teares. 
Weepe Ladies weepe, and with your reeking ſighes, 
Thicken the paſſage ofthe pureſt clowdes, - 
And relate ayre with your continuall plaints. 

Beate at your Iuorie breaſts, and let your robes 

(Defac'd and rent) be witnes of your ſorrowes. 


And let your haire that wont be wreath'd in nM 
. | Now 
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Now hang neglecly, dangling downe your ſholders, 


Carelecs of Arte, or rich accouſtrements. 
That with the gold aud pearle we vs'd before, 
Our mourntfull habits may be deckr no more. 


Alas what ſhall I doe? O deere companions, 


Shall I, Oſhall I live in theſe laments ? 

Widdow ed ofall my hopes, my haps, my husbands, 
And laſt, not leaſt, bereft of my beſt Father ; 

And of thei Oyes! mine aunceſtors enioy'd, 
When they enioy'd ther lives and libertie; 
And muſt I live to ſee'great P houſe, 
(A houſe of honourand antiquitie) 


Vlurpt mwrong by-lawlefſe Anthony? 


Shall I behold the ſump pruous otnaments, 


(Which both the world and Fortune heapt on him) 
Adorne and grace hisgraceles Enemy? 

Or ſeethe wealththat Pompeygain'd inwarre, 

Sold ata pike, and borne awa by ſtrangers ? : 

Dye, ks die Cornelia; And (ro ſpare 

Thy worthles life that yet muſt one day perriſh,) 
Let notthoſe —_— vainlic he inter a. 


Or Ceſar triumph in thine infamie, 
That wert the wife to th'one, and th others daughter, 


But if I die before I haue entomb'd, 


My drowned Father in ſome Sepulcher, 
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VVho will perfurmethat care in kindnes for me ? 
Shall his poore wandiing lymbs lie ſti] tormented, 
Toſt with the falte waues of the waſtetul Seas? 

No louely Father, and my dceereſt husband, 
Cornelia mult live, (though lite ſhe haterh) 

To make your Tombes, & mourne vpon your hearles. 
V'Vhere (languiſhiog,) my famous faithful teares 
May trickling bathe your generous ſweet cynders. 
And afterward (both wanting ſtrength and moyſture, 
Fultlling with my lateſt ſighes and gaſps, 

The happie veſlels that encloſe your bones,) 

I will ſurrender my ſurcharged lite. 

And (when my ſoule Earths pryſon ſhall forgoe,) 
Encreaſe the number ofthe ghoſts be-low. 


Non proſunt Domimo que proſunt 


omnibus - Artes. 


. Tho: :kyd. 


